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PREFACE 


This book has been modelled exactly on the same lines 
as earlier compilation "Select English Prose” (First Series) 
and represents three writers of prose of the eighteenth 
Lcntury, three of the nineteenth and three of the present-day. 

I have attempted to bring together in this volume different 
types of the best prose by acknowledged masters of prose 
style.. It is difficult to persuade the young to study prose 
books for the sake of style alone. It is my belief that the 
student who reads the selections in this book will need very 
little inducement to read Gfdliver's Travels, Burke’s Speeches 
on the American Colonies, an abridged edition of Boswell’s 
Life of fohnson, Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare, and some 
of the Essays of Elia, Treasure Island, The Sketch Book, The 
Innocence of Eat her Brown and the essays of Alpha of the 
Plough. It is the subject-matter of these books that will first 
interest him, and the style and manner of the authors are 
bound to impress themselves on him without any special effort 
on his part. Thus it is hoped that this book will serve as an 
introduction to the study of English as literature, and also 
enable the student to improve his capacity to express ?iis 
thoughts and ideas in simple, correct and idiomatic prose. 

My thanks are due to the publishers, for valuable sugg ts- 
tions to the biographical sketches which arc prefixed to the 
selections from each author. I should also like to ackno^^i'l- 
edge the assistance rendered by my wife in making the choice 
of the selections and in correcting the proofs of the text. ^ 

Balliol College, 1 

Oxford. M. S. SUNDARAIM. 

January, 1934. ^ 
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Jonathan Swift was born in Dublin on November 30, l667,*soon 
after his father’s death. He was educated at Kilkenny Grammar 
School and later at Trinity College, Dublin. He did ve^ badly at 
the University, violated the discipline of the College, and came away 
■i^iUiout a degree. In 1689 he was compelled to take up the position 
of a dependent in Sir William Temple’s household, and acted as 
**S?emple’s secretary for some time. Tired of being a depetident, he 
returned to Ireland, took orders in 1694, and obtained the prebend 
of Kilroot. 

In 1697 he wrote The Battle of the Books describing an imagi¬ 
nary battle between the Ancient and Modern books, extolling the 
Ancients at the expense of the Moderns. ”'rhe Bee and the Spider” 
is an extract from this book, in which the spider stands for the 
cla.ssical writers, with their traditional principles and methods, and 
the bee for the modern romantic .school. Together with this Swift 
published a brilliant satire entitled A Tale of a Tub, chiefly directed 
against the intolerance and controversies of the various Christian 
sects, though his wit ranged freely over every form of human folly 
and error. "Good God, what a genius I had when 1 wrote 
that book!”, he exclaimed when he came across a copy of the 
work in his later years. Queen Anne, however, mistook his irony for 
irreverence, and on that account refused to make him a Bishop. 
On the death of Temple in 1699, Swift returned to Ireland, and was 
nominated Dean of St. Patrick’s in Dublin. 

Swift enjoyed the intimate acquaintance of the foremost politi* 
cians and the best intellects of the day. Addi.son, Steele, Pope, 
Congreve, Lord Halifax and Arbuthnot were among his friends. 
He spent the greater part of his life in Ireland, and the Drapier 
Letters, published in 1724 were written to denounce an attempt to 
make profits out of the impoverished Irish people in connection with 
an issue of small currency. This work made him a popular hero 
in Ireland for the rest of his days. 

To students of literature Swift is known primarily as the author 
of Gulliver's Travels. This book is at once a delightful story of 
fantastic experiences in imaginary foreign lands, and a work of bitter 
irony and unsparing satire. The satire is directed against con¬ 
temporary politics and politicians, governments and constitutions, 
mathematicians and scientists, pedants and projectors, culminating in 
a most ruthless attack on humanity itself. The descuption of the 
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Yaho(Ss in the last voyage contains the very essence of its author's 
misanthropy and cynicism. There was, however, one man to whom 
Swift’s opii-ion of his feilt>w-men did not apply. His friend Arbuth- 
not was a man of stainless private and public character, and Swift 
once said, "If the world contained a dozen Arbuthnots, 1 would haye, 
burnt my Gullivef’s Travels.” 

The Journal to Stella, published long after Swift’s death, is a 
scries of intimate letters addressed to Miss Esther Johnson, a young 
lady who was desperately in love with him. The Journal is written 
in baby language, recounting the details of his daily life in London. 
Swifts relations with Stella have remained obscure, and it was 
rumoured that he had married her privately. Stella died of a broken 
heart in 1728. Another woman, Esther Vanhomrigh, was also in 
love with him for several years, and his ultimate breach with her 
is said to have caused her death. The story of his attachment for 
the latter is related in his poem ^Cadenus and Vanessa.” Swift 
wrote verse occasionally, the most amusing of his works in this field 
being perhaps his lines on his own death. On the whole, however, 
he fulfilled the prophecy made by Dryden, who, on looking into 
one of his early poetical effusions, is .said to have remarked, "Cousin 
Swift, you will never be a poet." 

As a master of prose Swift occupies a very lofty place among 
English men of letters. His powerful intellect compels our admira¬ 
tion. His genius for irony and satire, his humour and argumentative 
skill, his forceful and incisive style, entitle him to the highest rank 
among prose writers. 

THE INHABITANTS OF LILLIPUT 

Although I intend to leave the description of this 
empire to a particular treatise, yet in the mean time 
I am content to gratify the curious reader with some 
general ideas. As the common size of the natives is 
somewhat under six inches high, so there is an exact 
proportion in all other animals, as well as plants and 
trees: for instance, the tallest horses and oxen are 
between four and five inches in height, the sheep an 
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inch and a half, more or less: their geese about the 
bigness of a sparrow, and sp the several gpdations 
downwards till you come to the smallest, which, to my 
^sight, were almost invisible; but nature hath adapted 
the eyes of the Lilliputians to all objects proper for 
‘“their view: they see with great exactness, but at no 
great distance. And to show the sharpness of their 
sight towards objects that are near, I have been much 
pleased with observing a cook pulling a lark, which 
was not so large as a common fly; and a young girl 
threading an invisible needle with invisible silk. Their 
tallest trees are about seven foot high; I mean some 
of those in the great royal park, the tops whereof I 
could but just reach with my fist clenched. The other 
vegetables are in the same proportion; but this I leave 
to the reader’s imagination. 

I shall say but little at present of their learning, 
which for many ages hath flourished in all its branches 
among them: but their manner of writing is very 
peculiar, being neither from the left to the right, like 
the Europeans; nor from the right to the left, like the 
Arabians; nor from up to down, like the Chinese; nor 
from down to up, like the Cascagians; but aslant froin 
one corner of the paper to the other, like ladies in 
England. 

They bury their dead with their heads directly 
downwards, because they hold an opinion, that in 
eleven thousand moons they are all to rise agaM, ih: 
which period the earth (which they conceive to be flat) 
will turn upside down, and by this means they shall, at 
their resurrection, be found ready standing on their 
feet. The learned among them confess the absurdity 
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of this doctrine, but the practice still continues, in com¬ 
pliance to the vulgar. 

There are some laws and customs in this empire very 
peculiar; and if they were not so directly contrary .to 
those of my own dear country, I should be tempted to 
say a little in their justification. It is only to be 
wished that they were as well executed. The first I 
shall mention relates to informers. All crimes against 
the state are punished here with the utmost severity; 
. but if the person accused maketh his innocence plainly 
to appear upon his trial, the accuser is imrnediately put 
to an ignominious death; and out of his goods or lands, 
the innocent person is quadruply recompensed for the 
loss of his time, for the danger he underwent, for the 
hardship of his imprisonment, and for all the charges 
he hath been at in making his defence. Or, if that fund 
be deficient, it i^ largely supplied by the Crown. The 
Emperor does also confer on him some public mark of 
his favour, and proclamation is made of his innocence 
through the whole city. 

They look upon fraud as a greater crime than theft, 
and therefore seldom fail to punish it with death; for 
they allege, that care and vigilance, with a very 
common understanding, may preserve a man’s goods 
from thieves, but honesty has no fence against superior 
cunning; and since it is necessary that there should be 
a perpetual intercourse of buying and selling, and deal¬ 
ing upon credit, where fraud is permitted and connived 
at, or hath no law to punish it, the honest dealer is 
always undone, and the knave gets the advantage. I 
remember when I was once interceding with the King 
for a criminal who had wronged his master of a grdit 
sum of money, which he had received by order, and 
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ran away with; and happening to tell his Majesty, by 
way of extenuation, that it was only a breach ^f trust; 
the Emperor thought it monstrous in me to offer, as a 
defence, the greatest aggravation of the crime: and 
truly I had little to say in return, farther than the com¬ 
mon answer, that different nations had different 
customs; for, I confess, I was heartily ashamed. 

Although we usually call reward and punishment the 
two hinges upon which all government turns, yet I 
could never observe this maxim to be put in practice 
by any nation except that of Lilliput. Whoever can 
there bring sufficient proof that he hath strictly observ¬ 
ed the laws of his country for seventy-three moons, 
hath a claim to certain privileges, according to his 
quality and condition of life, with a proportionable 
sum of money out of a fund appropriated for that use: 
he likewise acquires the title of Snilpall, or Legal, 
which is added to his name, but does not descend to his 
posterity. And these people thought it a prodigious 
defect of policy among us, when I told them that our 
laws were enforced only by penalties without any men¬ 
tion of reward. It is upon this account that the image 
of Justice, in their courts of judicature, is formed with 
six eyes, two before, as many behind, and on each side 
one, to signify circumspection; with a bag of gold open 
in her right hand, and a sword sheathed in her left, to 
show she is more disposed to reward than to punish. 

In choosing persons for all employments, they have 
more regard to good morals than to great abilities; for, 
since government is necessary to mankind, they believe 
that the common size of human understandings is fitted 
to some station or other, and that Providence never 
intended to make the managenient of public affairs 
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a mystery, to be comprehended only by a few persons 
of sublime genius, of which there seldom are three 
born in an age: but they suppose truth, justice, temper¬ 
ance, and the like, to be in every man’s power; the 
practice of which virtues, assisted by experience and a 
good intention, would qualify any man for the service 
of his country, except where a course of study is 
required. But they thought the want of moral virtues 
was so far from being supplied by superior endow¬ 
ments of the mind, that employments could never be 
put into such dangerous hands as those of persons so 
qualified; and at least, that the mistakes committed by 
ignorance in a virtuous disposition, would never be of 
such fatal consequence to the public weal, as the prac¬ 
tices of a man whose inclinations led him to be corrupt, 
and had great abilities to manage, and multiply, and 
defend his corruptions. 

In like manner, the disbelief of a Divine Providence 
renders a man uncapable of holding any public station; 
for, since kings avow themselves to be the deputies of 
Providence, the Lilliputians think, nothing can be more 
absurd than for a prince to employ such men as disown 
the authority under which he acts. 

In relating these and the following laws, I would 
only be understood to mean the original institutions, 
and not the most scandalous corruptions into which 
these people are fallen by the degenerate nature'of 
man. For as to that infamous practice of acquiring 
great employments by dancing on the ropes, or badges 
of favour and distinction by leafing over sticks an^ 
creeping under them, the reader is to observe, that they 
were first introduced by the grandfather of the 
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Emperor now reigning, and grew to the present height 
by the gradual increase of party and faction. 

Ingratitude is among them a capital crime, as we 
^eaid it to have been in some other countries; for they 
reason thus, that whoever makes ill returns to his 
benefactor, must needs be a common enemy to the 
rest of mankind, from whoni he hath received no 
obligation, and therefore such a man is not fit to live. 

Their opinion is, that parents are the last of all 
others to be trusted with the education of their own 
children: and therefore they have in every town public 
nurseries, where all parents, except cottagers and 
labourers, are obliged to send their infants of both 
sexes to be reared and educated when they come to the 
age of twenty moons, at which time they are supposed 
to have sojne rudiments of docility. These schools are 
of several kinds, suited to different qualities, and to 
both sexes. They have certain professors well skilled 
in preparing children for such a condition of life as 
befits the rank of their parents, and their own capaci¬ 
ties as well as inclinations. I shall first say something 
of the male nurseries, and then of the female. 

The nurseries for males of noble or eminent birth, 
are provided with grave and learned professors, and 
their several deputies. The clothes and food of the 
children are plain and simple. They are bred up in 
the principles of honour, justice, courage, modesty, 
clemency, religion, and love of their country; they are 
always employed in some business, except in the times 
of eating and sleeping, which are very short, and two 
hours for diversions, consisting of bodily exercises. 
Th^ are dressed by men Itill four years of age, and 
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then are obliged to dress themselves, although their 
quality be ever so great; and the women attendants, 
who are aged proportionably to ours at fifty, perform 
only the most menial offices. They are never suffered 
to converse with servants, but go together in small or 
greater numbers to take their diversions, and always in 
the presence of a professor, or one of his deputies; 
whereby they avoid those early bad impressions of folly 
and vice to which our children are subject. Their 
parents are suffered to see them only twice a year; the 
visit is to last but an hour. They are allowed to kiss 
the child at meeting and parting; but a professor, who 
always stands by on those occasions, will not suffer 
them to whisper, or use any fondling expressions, or 
bring any presents of toys, sweetmeats, and the like. 

The pension from each family for the education and 
entertainment of a child, upon failure of due payment, 
is levied by the Emperor’s officers. 

The nurseries for children of ordinary gentlemen, 
merchants, traders, and handicrafts, are managed 
proportionably after the same manner; only those 
designed for trades are put out apprentices at eleven 
years old, whereas those of persons of quality continue 
in their exercises till fifteen, which answers to one 
and twenty with us: but the confinement is gradually 
lessened for the last three years. 

In the female nurseries, the young girls of quality 
are educated much like the males, only they are dressed 
by orderly servants of their own sex; but always in the 
presence of a professor or deputy, till they come to 
dress themselves, which is at five years old. And If 
it be found that these nursd^ ever presume to enterjtaih 
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the girls with frightful or foolish stories, or the com¬ 
mon follies practised by chambermaids among us, they 
are publicly whipped thrice about the city, imprisoned 
^for a year, and banished for life to the most desolate 
part of the country. Thus the young ladies there are 
* as much ashamed of being cowards and fools as the 
men, and despise all personal ornaments beyond 
decency and cleanliness: neither did I perceive any 
difference in their education, made by their difference 
of sex, only that the exercises of the females were not 
altogether so robust; ancf that some rules were given 
them relating to domestic life, and a smaller compass 
of learning was enjoined them: for their maxim is, 
that among people of cjuality a wife should be always 
a reasonable and agreeable companion, because she 
cannot always be young. When the girls are twelve 
years old, which among them is the marriageable age, 
their parents or guardians take them home, with great 
expressions of gratitude to the professors, and seldom 
without tears of the young lady and her companions. 

In the nurseries of females of the meaner sort, the 
children are instructed in all kinds of works proper for 
their sex, and their several degrees: those intended for 
apprentices are dismissed at nine years old, the rest are 
kept to thirteen. 

The meaner families who have children at these 
nurseries, are obliged, besides their annual pension, 
which is as low as possible, to return to the steward of 
the nursery a small monthly share of their gettings, to 
be a portion for the child; and therefore all parents 
are limited in their expenses by the law. For the 
Lilliputians think nothing can be more unjust, than 
for people, in subservience** to their own appetites, to 
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bring children into the world and leave the burthen of 
supporting them on the public. As to persons of 
quality, they give security to appropriate a certain sum 
for each child, suitable to their condition; and these 
funds are always managed with good husbandry, and 
the most exact justice. 

The cottagers and labourers keep their children at 
home, their business being only to till and cultivate the 
earth, and therefore their education is of little conse¬ 
quence to the public; but the old and diseased among 
them are supported by hospitals: for begging is a trade 
unknown in this kingdom. 

THE BEE AND THE SPIDER. 

Upon the highest corner of a large window, there 
dwelt a certain spider, swollen up to the first magni¬ 
tude by the destruction of infinite numbers of flies, 
whose spoils lay scattered before the gates of his palace, 
like human bones before the cave of some giant. The 
avenues to his castle were guarded with turnpikes and 
palisadoes, all after the modern^ way of fortification. 
After you had passed several courts, you came to the 
centre, wherein you might behold the constable himself 
in his own lodgings, which had windows fronting to 
each avenue, and ports to sally out, upon all occasions 
of prey or defence. In this mansion he had for some 
time dwelt in peace and plenty, without danger to.his 
person by swallows from above, or to his palace by 
brooms from below; when it was the pleasure of for¬ 
tune to conduct thither a wandering bee, to whose 
curiosity a broken pane in the glass had discovered ^it¬ 
self, and in he went; wheife, expatiating a while, he at 
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last happened to alight upon one of the outward walls 
of the spider's citadel; which, yielding to the unequal 
weight, sunk down to the very foundation. Thrice 
he endeavoured to force his passage, and thrice the 
centre shook. The spider within, feeling the terrible 
convulsion, supposed at first that nature was approach¬ 
ing to her final dissolution; or else that Beelzebub, with 
all his legions, was come to revenge the death of many 
thousands of his subjects, whom his enemy had slain 
and devoured. However, he at length valiantly resolv¬ 
ed to issue forth, and meet his fate. Meanwhile the 
bee had acquitted himself of his toils, and, posted 
securely at some distance, was employed in cleansing, 
his wings, and disengaging them from the ragged 
remnants of the cobweb. By this time the spider was 
adventured out, when, beholding the chasms, the ruins, 
and dilapidations of his fortress, he was very near at 
his wit’s end; he stormed and swore like a madman, 
and swelled till he was ready to burst. At length, 
casting his eye upon the bee, and wisely gathering 
causes from events (for they knew each other by 
sight): ’A plague split yoii,’ said he, 'for a giddy son 
of a whore. Is it you, with a vengeance, that have 
made this litter here? Could not you look before you, 
and be d—d? Do you think I have nothing else to do, 
in the devil’s name, but to mend and repair after your 
arse?’—'Good words, friend,’ said the bee (having > 
now pruned himself, and being disposed to droll), 
'I’ll give you my hand and word to come near your 
kennel no more; I was never in such a confounded , 
pickle since I was born.’—'Sirrah,' replied the spider,, 
'if it were not for breaking an old custom in our family, 
never to stir abroad against an enemy, I should come; 
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and ‘teach you better manners.'—T pray have patience,' 
said the bee, ‘or you will spend your substance, and, 
for aught I see, you may stand in need of it all, to¬ 
wards the repair of your house.’—‘Rogue, rogue,' 
replied the spider, ‘yet methinks you should have more 
respect to a person, whom all the world allows to be 
so much your betters.’—‘By my troth,’ said the bee, ‘the 
comparison will amount to a very good jest, and you 
will do me a favour to let me know the reasons that 
all the world is pleased to use in so hopeful a dispute.' 
At this the spider, having swelled himself into the size 
and posture of a disputant, began his argument in the 
true spirit of controversy, with a resolution to be heart¬ 
ily scurrilous and angry, to urge on his own reasons*, 
without the least regard to the answers or objections 
of his opposite, and fully predetermined in his mind 
against all conviction. 

‘Not to disparage myself,' said he, ‘by the compari¬ 
son with such a rascal, what art thou but a vagabond 
without house or home, without stock or inheritance, 
born to no possession of your own, but a pair of wings 
and a drone-pipe.^ Your livelihood is an universal 
plunder upon nature; a freebooter over fields and 
gardens; and, for the sake of stealing, will rob a nettle 
as easily as a violet. Whereas I am a domestic animal, 
furnished with a native stock within myself. This 
large castle (to show my improvements in the mathe¬ 
matics) is all built with my own hands, and the mater¬ 
ials extracted altogether out of my own person.' 

T am glad,' answered the bee, ‘to hear you grant at 
least that I am .come honestly by my wings and my 
voice; for then, it seems, I am obliged to Heaven aldhe 
for my flight and my m«sic; and Providence would 
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never have bestowed on me two such gifts, without 
designing them for the noblest ends. I visit indeed 
all the flowers and blossoms of the field and the 
garden; but whatever I collect thence enriches myself, 
'‘without the least injury to their beauty, their smell, or 
their taste. Now, for you and your skill in architecture 
and other mathematics I have little to say: in that 
building of yours there might, for aught I know, have 
been labour and method enough; but, by woeful experi¬ 
ence for us both, ’tis too plain, the materials are 
naught, and I hope you will henceforth take warning, 
and consider duration and matter as well as method 
and art. You boast, indeed, of being obliged to no 
other creature, but of drawing and spinning out all 
from yourself; that is to say, if we may judge of the 
liquor in the vessel by what issues out, you possess a 
good plentiful store of dirt and poison in your breast; 
and, though I would by no means lessen or disparage 
your genuine stock of either, yet I doubt you are some¬ 
what obliged, for an increase of both to a little foreign 
assistance. Your inherent portion of dirt does not fail 
of acquisitions, by sweepings exhaled from below; and 
one insect furnishes you with a share of poison to 
destroy another. So that, in short, the question comes 
all to this—^Whether is the nobler being of the two, 
that which, by a lazy contemplation of four inches 
round, by an overweening pride, feeding and 
engendering on itself, turns all into excrement and 
venom, producing nothing at ail, but flybane and a 
cobweb; or that which, by an universal range, with 
lo^g search, much study, true judgement, and distinc¬ 
tion of things, brings home feoney and wax/ 
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ESSAY ON CONVERSATION. 

I HAVE observed few obvious subjects to have been 
so seldom, or at least so slightly, handled as this; and 
indeed I know few so difficult to be treated as it ought, 
nor yet, upon which there seems so much to be said. 

Most things pursued by men for the happiness of 
public or private life, our wit or folly have so refined, 
that they seldom subsist but in idea; a true friend, a 
good marriage, a perfect form of government, with 
some others, require so many ingredients, so good in 
their several kinds, and so much niceness in mixing 
them, that for some thousands of years men have des-‘ 
paired of reducing their schemes to perfection: but, 
in conversation, it is or might be otherwise; for here 
we are only to avoid a multitude of errors, which, 
although a matter of some difficulty, may be in every 
man’s power, for want of which it remains as mere 
an idea as the other. Therefore it seems to me, that 
the truest way to understand conversation, is to know 
the faults and errors to which it is subject, and from 
thence every man to form maxiiyis to himself whereby 
it may be regulated, because it requires few talents to 
which most men are not born, or at least may not 
acquire, without any great genius or study. For nature 
has left every man a capacity of being agreeable, 
though not of shining in company; and there are a 
hundred men sufficiently qualified for both, who, by 
a very few faults, that they might correct in half an 
hour, are not so much as tolerable. 

I was prompted to write my thoughts upon this sub¬ 
ject by mere indignation, to reflect that sp useful and 
innocent jsl pleasure, so fitted for every period and con- 
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dition of life, and so much in all men’s power, should 
be so much neglected and abused. 

And in this discourse it will be necessary to note 
those errors that are obvious, as well as others which 
are seldomer observed, since there are few so obvious, 
or acknowledged, into which most men, some time or 
other, are not apt to run. 

For instance: nothing is more generally exploded 
than the folly of talking too much; yet I rarely remem¬ 
ber to have seen five people together, where some one 
among them has not been, predominant in‘that kind, 
to the great constraint and disgust of all the rest. But 
among such as deal in, multitudes of words, none are 
comparable to the sober deliberate talker, who pro¬ 
ceeds with much thought and caution, makes his pre¬ 
face, branches out into several digressions, finds a hint 
that puts him in mind of another story, which he pro¬ 
mises to tell you when this is done; comes back regular¬ 
ly to his subject, cannot readily call to mind some 
person’s name, holding his head, complains of his 
memory; the whole company all this while in suspense; 
at length says, it is no matter, and so goes on. And, 
to crown the business, it perhaps proves at last a story 
the company has heard fifty times before; or, at best, 
some insipid adventure of the relater. 

Another general fault in conversation, is that of 
those who affect to talk of themselves; some, without 
any ceremony, will run over the history of their lives; 
will relate the annals of their diseases, with the several 
symptoms and circumstances of them; will enumerate 
tht* hardships and injustice they have suffered in court, 
in parliament, in love, or tin law. Others are more 
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dexterous, and with great art will lie on the watch to 
hook in their own praise; they will call a witness to 
remember they always foretold what would happen in 
such a case, but none would believe them; they advised 
such a man from the beginning, and told him the 
consequences, just as they happened; but he would 
have his own way. Others make a vanity of telling 
their faults; they are the strangest men in the world; 
they cannot dissemble; they own it is a folly; they have 
lost abundance of advantages by it; but if you would 
give them the world, they cannot help it; there is some¬ 
thing in their nature that abhors insincerity and con¬ 
straint; with many other insufferable topics of the same 
altitude. 

Of such mighty importance every man is to himself, 
and ready to think he is so to others; without once 
making this easy and obvious reflection, that his affairs 
can have no more weight with other men, than theirs 
have with him; and how little that is, he is sensible 
enough. 

• Where a company has met, I often have observed 
two persons discover, by some accident, that they were 
bred together at the same school or university; after 
which the rest are condemned to silence, and to listen 
while these two are refreshing each other’s memory, 
with the arch tricks and passages of themselves and 
their comrades. 

« 

I know a great officer of the army, who will sit for 
some time with a supercilious and impatient silence, 
full of anger and contempt for those who are talking; 
at lengthy of a sudden, demanding audience, deciSe 
the matter in a short doglhatical way; then withdraw 
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within himself again, and vouchsafe to talk no more, 
until his spirits circulate again to the same point. 

There are some faults in conversation, which none 
• are so subject to as the men of wit, nor ever so much 
as when they are with each other. If they have opened 
their mouths, without endeavouring to say a witty 
thing, they think it is so many words lost: it is a tor¬ 
ment to the hearers, as much as to themselves, to see 
them upon the rack for invention, and in perpetual 
constraint, with so little success. They must do some¬ 
thing extraordinary, in order to acquit them¬ 
selves, and answer their character, else the standers-by 
may be disappointed, and be apt to think them only 
like the rest of mortals. I have known two men of 
wit industriously brought together, in order to enter¬ 
tain the company, where they have made a very ridi¬ 
culous figure, and provided all the mirth at their own 
expense. 

I know a man of wit, who is never easy but where he 
can be allowed to dictate and preside: he neither ex¬ 
pects to be informed’ or entertained, but to display his 
own talents. His business is to be good company, and 
not good conversation; and therefore he chooses to 
frequent those who are content to listen, and profess 
themselves his admirers. And, indeed, the worst con¬ 
versation I ever remember to have heard in my life, 
was that at Will’s coffee house, where the wits (as they 
were called) used formerly to assemble; that is to say, 
five or six men who had writ plays, or at least pro¬ 
logues, or had share in a miscellany, came thither, and 
entertained one another with their trifling composures, 
in*so important an air, as if they had been the noblest 
efforts of human nature, or^that the fate of kingdoms 
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depended on them; and they were usually attended 
with an humble audience of young students from the 
inns of court, or the universities; who, at due distance, 
listened to these oracles, and returned home with great 
contempt for their law and philosophy, their heads 
filled with trash, under the name of politeness, criti¬ 
cism, and belles lettres. 

By these means, the poets, for many years past, were 
all overrun with pedantry. For, as I take it, the word 
is not properly used; because pedantry is the too fre¬ 
quent or unseasonable obtruding our own knowledge 
in common discourse, and placing too great a value 
upon it; by which definition, men of the court, or the 
army, may be as guilty of pedantry, as a philosopher 
or a divine; and it is the same vice in women, when 
they are over copious upon the subject of their petti¬ 
coats, or their fans, or their china. For which reason, 
although it be a piece of prudence, as well as good 
manners, to put men upon talking on subjects they are 
best versed in, yet that is a liberty a wise man could 
hardly take; because, beside the imputation of pedantry, 
it is what he would never improve by. 

The great town is usually provided with some player, 
mimic, or buffoon, who has a general reception at the 
good tables; familiar and domestic with persons of the 
first quality, and usually sent for at every meeting tc 
divert the company; against which I have no objection. 
You go there as to a farce or a puppetshow; your 
business is only to laugh in season, either out of incli¬ 
nation or civility, while this merry companion is act 
ing his part. It is a business he has undertaken, arid 
we are to suppose he is paid for his day’s work. I 
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only quarrel, when in select and private meetings, 
where men of wit and learning are invited to pass an 
evening, this jester should be admitted to run over his 
. cii;cle of tricks, and make the whole company unfit 
for any other conversation, beside the indignity of con¬ 
founding men’s talents at so shameful a rate. 

Raillery is the finest part of conversation; but, as it 
is our usual custom to counterfeit and adulterate what¬ 
ever is too dear for us, so we have done with this, and 
turned it all into what is generally called repartee, or 
being smart; just as when an expensive fashion comes 
up, those who are not able to reach it, content them¬ 
selves with some paltry imitation. It now passes for 
raillery to run a man down in discourse, to put him 
out of countenance, and make him ridiculous; some¬ 
times to expose the defects of his person or understand¬ 
ing; on all which occasions, he is obliged not to be 
angry, to avoid the imputation of not being able to take 
a jest. It is admirable to observe one who is dexterous 
at this art, singling out a weak adversary, getting the 
laugh on his side, and then carrying all before him. 
The French, from whence we borrow the word, have 
a quite different idea*of the thing, and so had we in 
the politer age of our fathers. Raillery, was to say 
something that at first appeared a reproach or reflec¬ 
tion, but, by some turn of wit, unexpected and surpris¬ 
ing, ended always in a compliment, and to the advan¬ 
tage of the person it was addressed to. And surely 
one of the best rules in conversation is, never to say 
a thing which any of the company can reasonably wish 
we had rather left unsaid; nor can there anything be 
well more contrary to the Aids for which people meet 
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together, than to part unsatisfied with each other or 
themselves. 

There are two faults in conversation, which appear 
very different, yet arise from the same root, and are 
equally blameable; I mean an impatience to interrupt 
others; and the uneasiness of being interrupted our¬ 
selves. The two chief ends of conversation are to 
entertain and improve those we are among, or to re¬ 
ceive those benefits ourselves; which whoever will con 
sider, cannot easily run into either of these two errors; 
because, when any man speaks in company, it is to be 
supposed he does .it for his hearers’ sake, and not his 
own; so that common discretion will teach us not to 
force their attention, if they are not willing to lend 
it; nor, on the other side, to interrupt him who is in 
possession, because that is in the grossest manner to 
give the preference to our own good sense. 

There are some people, whose good manners will 
not suffer them to interrupt you, but, what is almost 
as bad, will discover abundance of impatience, and lie 
upon the watch until you have done, because they have 
started something in their own thoughts, which they 
long to be delivered of. Meantime, they are so far 
from regarding what passes, that their imaginations 
are wholly turned upon what they have in reserve, 
for fear it should slip out of their memory; and thus 
they confine their invention, which might otherwise 
range over a hundred things full as good, and that 
might be much more naturally introduced. 

There is a sort of rude familiarity, which soipe 
people, by practising among their intimates, have 
introduced into their general conversation, and would 
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have it pass for innocent freedom or humour; which 
is a dangerous experiment in our northern climate, 
where all the little decorum and politeness we have, 
ar^ purely forced by art, and are so ready to lapse into 
barbarity. This, among the Romans, was the raillery 
of slaves, of which we have many instances in Plautus. 
It seems to have been introduced among us by Crom¬ 
well, who, by preferring the scum of the people, made 
it a court entertainment, of which I have heard many 
particulars; and, considering all things were turned 
upside down, it was reasonable and judicious: although 
it was a piece of policy found out to ridicule a point 
of honour in the other extreme, when the smallest 
word misplaced among gentlemen ended in a duel. 

There are some men excellent at telling a story, and 
provided with a plentiful stock of them, which they 
can draw out upon occasion in all companies; and, 
considering how low conversation runs now among us, 
it is not altogether a contemptible talent; however, it 
is subject to two unavoidable defects, frequent repeti¬ 
tion, and being soon exhausted; so that, whoever values 
this gift in himself, has need of a good memory, and 
ought frequently to shift his company, that he may not 
discover the weakness of his fund; for those who are 
thus endued have seldom any other revenue, but live 
upon the main stock. 

Great speakers in public are seldom agreeable in 
private conversation, whether their faculty be natural, 
or acquired by practice, and often venturing. Natural 
elocution, although it may seem a paradox, usually 
springs from a barrenness of invention, and of words; 
by which men who have only one stock of notions upon 
every subject, and one set bf phrases to express them 
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in, they swim upon the superficies, and offer themselves 
on every occasion; therefore, men of much learning, 
and who know the compass of a language, are general¬ 
ly the worst talkers on a sudden, until much practice 
has inured and emboldened them; because they are 
confounded with plenty of matter, variety of notions 
and of words, which they cannot readily choose, but 
are perplexed and entangled by too great a choice; 
which is no disadvantage in private conversation; 
where, on the other side, the talent of haranguing is, 
of all others, most unsupportable. 

Nothing has spoiled men more for conversation, 
than the character of being wits; to support which, 
they never fail of encouraging a number of followers 
and admirers, who list themselves in their service, 
wherein they find their accounts on both sides by pleas¬ 
ing their mutual vanity. This has given the former 
such an air of superiority, and made the latter so prag¬ 
matical, that neither of them are well to be endured. 
I say nothing here of the itch of dispute and contradic¬ 
tion, telling of lies, or of those who are troubled with 
the disease called the wandering of the thoughts, so 
that they are never present in mind at what passes in 
discourse; for whoever labours under any of these 
possessions, is as unfit for conversation as a madman 
in Bedlam. 

I think I have gone over most of the errors in con¬ 
versation that have fallen under my notice or memory, 
except some that are merely personal, and others too 
gross to need exploding; such as lewd or profane talk; 
but I pretend only to treat the errors of conversation 
in general, and not the several subjects of discourse 
which would be infinite. •Thus we see how human 
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nature is most debased, by the abuse of that faculty 
which is held the great distinction between men and 
brutes: and how little advantage we make of that, 
which might be the greatest, the most lasting, and the 
most innocent, as well as useful pleasure of life: in 
default of which, we are forced to take up with those 
poor amusements of dress and visiting, or the more 
pernicious ones of play, drink, and vicious amours; 
whereby the nobility and gentry of both sexes are 
entirely corrupted both in body and mind, and have 
lost all notions of love, honour, friendship, generosity; 
which, under.the name of fopperies, have been for 
some.time laughed out of doors. 

This degeneracy of conversation, with the pernicious 
consequences thereof upon our humours and disposi¬ 
tions, has been owing, among other causes^ to the 
custom arisen, for some time past, of excluding women 
from any share in our society, farther than in parties 
at play, or dancing, or in the pursuit of an amour. I 
take the highest period of politeness in England (and 
it is of the same date in France) to have been the 
peaceable part of King Charles the First’s reign; and 
from what we read of those times, as well as from 
the accounts I have formerly met with from some who 
lived in that court, the methods then used for raising 
and cultivating conversation were altogether different 
from ours: several ladies, whom we find celebrated by 
the poets of that age, had assemblies at their houses, 
where persons of the best understanding, and of both 
sexes, met to pass the evenings in discoursing upon 
whatever agrees^bif subjects were occasionally started^/ 
an\l although we #e apt to ridicule the sublime piiLtb- ' 
nick notions they had, or ^personated, in love ahd 
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friendship, I conceive their refinements were grounded 
upon reason, and that a little grain of the romance is 
no ill ingredient to preserve and exalt the dignity of 
human nature, without which it is apt to degenerate 
into everything that is sordid, vicious, and low. If 
there were no other use in the conversation of ladies, 
it is sufficient that it would lay a restraint upon those 
odious topics of immodesty and indecencies, into which 
the rudeness of our northern genius is so apt to fall. 
And, therefore, it is observable in those sprightly 
gentlemen about the town, who are so very dexterous 
at entertaining a vizard mask in the park or the play¬ 
house, that in the company of ladies of virtue and 
honour, they are silent and disconcerted, and out of 
their element. 

There are some people who think they sufficiently 
acquit themselves, and entertain their company, with 
relating facts of no consequence, nor at all out of the 
road of such common incidents as happen every day; 
and this I have observed more frequently among the 
Scots than any other nation, who are very careful not 
to omit the minutest circumstances of time or place; 
which kind of discourse, if it were not a.little relieved 
by the uncouth* terms and phrases, as well as accent and 
gesture, peculiar to that country, would be hardly 
tolerable. It is not a fault in company to talk much; 
but to continue it, long is certainly one; for, if-the* 
majority of those who are got together be naturally 
silent or cautious, the conversation will flag, unless it 
be often renewed by one among them, who can styt 
new subjects, (provided helloes not dwell upon them;) 
that leave rpom for answers and replies. 
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(1729—1797) 

With the exception of Bacon alone, Burke is indeed the most 
philosophical among statesmen, and the greatest statesman aftiong 
philosophers. He devoted his whole life to public work and was 
throughout his career actuated and inspired by high ideals of politi- 
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cal^conduct. He fought against tyranny and oppression, disorder and 
injustice, wherever it might be encountered. He fought for the 
Iteration of the House of Commoifb from the king's control, for the 
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freedom of the American Colonics, for the emancipation of Catholics, 
for the rights of Indians, for the abolition of slavery, and against the 
persecution and bloodshed which stained the history of the French 
Revolution. Throughout his political career he was thoroughly 
consistent in his views and principles. 

Burke was the second son of a Dublin solicitor, who was a 
Protestant married to a Catholic wife. He was educated at Trinity 
College, Dublin, and in 1750 entered the Middle Temple and was 
called to the Bar. He abandoned the intention of practising law, 
and in 1765 became private secretary to the Marquis of Rockingham, 
and with his help was returned as Member of Parliament for the 
pocket borough of Wendover. He made his maiden speech in the 
House in 1766. In 1774, on the invitation of the citizens of Bristol, 
he represented them in the House of Commons, and' took a keen in¬ 
terest in the American question. He was on principle opposed to 
taxing the Colonies, and made his famous speeches on American Taxa¬ 
tion and on Conciliation with the Colonies in 1774 and 1775. These, 
together with his Letter to the Sheriffs of Bristol, form, as Lord 
Morley said, ”the most perfect manual in any literature for one who 
approaches the study of public affairs.’* 

In 1780 he lost his seat at Bristol, having displeased the electo¬ 
rate by his advocacy of Catholic emancipation and Irish free trade. 
He explained his attitude in the Bristol Speeches, nobly vindicating 
his conduct. He retained his seat in the Commons as representative 
for Malton. He took a keen interest in the activities of the East 
India Company and was quick to denounce what he regarded as un¬ 
just or oppressive actions on the part of the British in India. His 
speech on The'Nabob of Arcot's Private Debts was delivered in 1785. 
He opened the impeachment of Warren Hastings with a vehement 
speech, accusing the Governor-General of having misused his powers 
and oppressed a great nation. 

Burke’s public activity never ceased till his death. His eloqu¬ 
ence, political knowledge, force of character, and unblemished public 
life gave him a foremost place among the politicians of the day. 
In his later years, his campaign against the excesses of the French 
Revolution absorbed all his energies, and he denounced them in a 
series of memorable works, beginning with his Refections on ihe 
French Revolution (1790). Burke did not rise to the modern con¬ 
ception of "government of the people, by the people, for the pec^le,” 
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but believed in the government of the wise few. He knew the 
futility of rationalism compared with long-established traditions. The 
passage on the execution of the King and Queen of France is an 
excellent illustration of his superb prose as well as his horror at the 
violation of old traditions. 

Burke retired from Parliament in 1794, and was offered a 
pension by the Crown for his invaluable public service. He was cri¬ 
ticised by his political opponents for accepting this, and wrote a 
remarkable defence of himself entitled A Letter to a Nohle Lord 
which has been pronounced to be the noblest invective in the 
language. A proposal to raise him to the peerage was abandoned 
owing to the calamity which befell him in the sudden death of his 
adored son Richard. 

Burke was the greatest moral and political power in his day 
though it cannot be said that he succeeded in any of the causes for 
which he fought. His mastery of rhetoric in speech and writing 
alike was extraordinary. Haj^litt said, "If there are greater prose 
writers than Burke, they either lie out of my course of study or are 
beyond my sphere of comprehension." 

PLEA ON BEHALF OF AMERICANS. 

First, sir, permit me to observe that the use of force 
alone is but temporary. It may subdue for a moment; 
but it does not remove the necessity of subduing again: 
and a nation is not governed, which is perpetually to 
be conquered. 

My next objection is its uncertainty. Terror is not 
always th^ effect of force; and an armament is not 
a victory. If you do not succeed, you are without 
resource; for, conciliation failing, force remains; but, 
force failing, no further hope of reconciliation is left. 
Power and authority are sometimes bought by kind¬ 
ness: but they can never be begged as alms by an im¬ 
poverished and defeated violence. 
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A further objection to force is, that you impair the 
object by your very endeavours to preserve it. The 
thing you fought for is not the thing which you re¬ 
cover: but depreciated, sunk, wasted, and consumed in 
the contest. Nothing less will content me, than whole 
America. I do not choose to consume its strength 
along with our own, because in all parts it is the 
British strength that I consume. I do not choose to 
be caught by a foreign enemy at the end of this ex¬ 
hausting conflict; and still less in the midst of it. I 
may escape; but I can make no insurance against such 
an event. Let me add that I do not choose wholly 
to break the American spirit; because it is the spirit 
that has made the country. 

Lastly, we have, no sort of experience in favour of 
force as an instrument in the rule of our. colonies. 
Their growth and their utility has been owing to 
method altogether different. Our ancient indulgence 
has been said to be pursued to a fault. It may be so. 
But we know, if feeling is evidence, that our fault was 
more tolerable than our attempt to mend it; and our 
sin far more salutary than our penitence. 

These, sir, are my reasons for not entertaining that 
high opinion of untried force, by which many gentle¬ 
men, for whose sentiments in other particulars I have 
great respect, seem to be so greatly captivated. But 
there is still behind a third consideration concerning 
this object, which serves to determine my opinion on 
the sort of policy which ought tp be pursued in the 
management of America, even more than .its populii- 
tion and its commerce, 1 mclan its temper and chof^ctfr. 
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In this character of the Americans, a love of freedom 
is the predominating feature which marks and distin¬ 
guishes the whole: and as an ardent is always a jealous 
affection, your colonies become suspicious, restive, and 
untractable, whenever they see the least attempt to 
wrest from them by force, or shuffle from them by 
chicane, what they think the only advantage worth 
living for. This fierce spirit of liberty is stronger in 
the English colonies probably than in any other 
people of the earth; and this from a great variety 
of powerful causes; which, to understand the true 
temper of their minds, and the direction which this 
spirit takes, it will not be amiss to lay open somewhat 
more largely. 

First, the people of the colonies are descendants of 
Englishmen. England, sir, is a nation, which still I 
hope respects, and formerly adored, her freedom. The 
colonists emigrated from you when this part of your 
character was most predominant; and they took this 
bias and direction the moment they parted from your 
hands. They are therefore not only devoted to liberty, 
but to liberty according to English ideas, and on 
English principles. Abstract liberty, like other mere 
abstractions, is not to be found. Liberty inheres in 
some sensible object; and every nation has formed to 
itself some favourite point, which by way of eminence 
becomes the criterion of their happiness. It happened, 
you know, sir, that the great contests for freedom in 
this country were from the earliest times chiefly upon 
the question of taxing. Most of the contests in the 
ancient commonwealths turned primarily on the right 
of election of magistrates; or on the balance among 
the several orders of the st^te. The question of money 
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was not with them so immediate. But in England it 
was otherwise. On this point of taxes the ablest pens^ 
and most eloquent tongues, have been exercised; the 
greatest spirits have acted and suffered. In order to 
give the fullest satisfaction concerning the importance 
of this point, it was not only necessary for those who 
in argument defended the excellence of the English 
constitution, to insist on this privilege of granting 
money as a dry point of fact, and to prove that the 
right had been acknowledged in ancient parchments, 
and blind usages, to reside in a certain body called 
a House of Commons. They went much farther; they 
attempted to prove, and they succeeded, that in theory 
it ought to be so, from the particular nature of a 
House of Commons, as an immediate representative 
of the people; whether the old records had delivered 
this oracle or not. They took infinite pains to in¬ 
culcate, as a fundamental principle that in all mon¬ 
archies the people must in effect themselves, mediately 
or immediately, possess the power of granting their 
own money, or no shadow of liberty could subsist. 
The colonies draw from you, as with their life-blood, 
these ideas and principles. Their love of liberty, as 
with you, fixed and attached on this specific point of 
taxing. Liberty might be safe, or might be endangered 
in twenty other particulars, without their being much 
pleased or alarmed. Here they felt its pulse; and as 
they found that beat, they thought themselves sick 
or sound. I do not say whether they were right or 
wrong in applying your general arguments to their own 
case. It is not easy indeed to make a monopoly of 
theorems and corollaries. The fact is, that they did 
thus apply those general arguments; and your mode 
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of governing them, whether through lenity or indol¬ 
ence, through wisdom or mistake, confirmed them in 
the imagination, that they, as well as you, had an 
interest in these common principles. 

They were further confirmed in this pleasing error 
by the form of their provincial legislative assemblies. 
Their governments are popular in an high degree: 
some are merely popular; in all, the popular repre¬ 
sentative is the most weighty; and this share of the 
people in their ordinary government never fails to 
inspire them with lofty sentiments, and with a strong 
aversion from whatever tends to deprive them of their 
chief importance. 

If anything were wanting to this necessary opera¬ 
tion of the form of government, religion would 
have given it a complete effect. Religion, always a 
principle of energy, in this new people is no way worn 
out or impaired; and their mode of professing it is 
also one main cause of this free spirit. The people are ; 
Protestants, and of that kind which is the most adverse 
to all implicit submission of mind and opinion. This 
is a persuasion not only favourable to liberty, but 
built upon it. I do not think, sir, that the reason of 
this averseness in the dissenting churches, from all that 
looks like absolute government, is so much to be 
sought in their religious tenets, as in their history. 
Everyone knows that the Roman Catholic religion is 
at least coeval with most of the governments where it 
prevails; that it has generally gone hand in hand with 
them,' and received great favour and every kind of 
sifpport from authority. The Church of England too 
was tdined from her cradle under the nursing care 
regular government. But tfee dissenting interests 
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sprung up in direct opposition to all the ordinary 
powers of the world, and could justify that opposition 
only on a strong claim to natural liberty. Their very 
existence depended on the powerful and unremitted 
assertion of that claim. All protestantism, even the 
most cold and passive, is a sort of dissent. But the 
religion most prevalent in our northern colonies is 
a refinement on the principle of resistance: it is the 
dissidence of dissent, and the protestantism of the Pro¬ 
testant religion. This religion, under a variety of 
denominations agreeing in nothing but in the com¬ 
munion of the spirit of liberty, is predominant in most 
of the northern provinces, where the Church of Eng¬ 
land, notwithstanding its legal rights, is in reality no 
more than a sort of private sect, not composing, most 
probably, the tenth of the people. The colonists left 
England when this spirit was high, and in the emi¬ 
grants was the highest of all; and even that stream of 
foreigners which has been constantly flowing into these 
colonies, has, for the greatest part, been composed of 
dissenters from the establishments of their several 
countries, and have brought with them a temper and 
character far from alien to that of the people with 
whom they mixed. 

Sir, I can perceive, by their manner, that some 
gentlemen object to the latitude of this description, 
because in the southern colonies the Church of England 
forms a large body, and has a regular establishm^ent. 
It is certainly true. There is, however, a circumstance 
attending these colonies, which, in my opinion, fully 
counterbalances this difference, and makes the spirit of 
liberty still more high and haughty than in those to the 
northward. It is, that in »Virginia and the Carolinas 

2 
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thcf7 have a vast multitude of slaves. Where this is 
thtJ’^case in any part of the world, those who are free 
are by far the most proud and jealous of their freedom. 
Freedom to them is not only an enjoyment,, but a kind 
of rank and privilege. Not seeing there that freedom 
as in countries where it is a'common blessing, and as 
broad and general as the air, may be united with much 
abject toil, with great misery, with all the exterior of 
servitude, liberty looks, amongst them, like something 
that is more noble and liberal. I do not mean, sir, to 
commend the superior morality of this sentiment, 
which has at least as much pride as virtue in it; but I 
cannot alter the nature of man. The fact is so; and 
these people of the southern colonies are much more 
strongly, and with an higher and more stubborn spirit, 
attached to liberty, than those to the northward. Such 
were all the ancient commonwealths; such were our 
Gothic ancestors; such in our days were the Poles; and 
such will be all masters of slaves, who are not slaves 
themselves. In such a people, the haughtiness of 
domination combines with’ the spirit of freedom, forti¬ 
fies it, and renders it invincible. 

Permit me, sir, to add another circumstance in our 
colonies, which contributes no mean part toward the 
growth and effect of this untractable spirit. I mean 
their education. In no country perhaps in the world 
is the law so general a study. The profession itself is 
numerous and powerful, and in most provinces it takes 
the lead. The greater number of the deputies sent to 
the congress were lawyers. But all who read, and 
most do read, endeavour to obtain some smattering 
iff that science. I have been told by an eminent book¬ 
seller, that in no branch of4iis business, after tracts of 
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popular devotion, were so many books as those ou thet > 
law exported to the plantations. The colonists have ' 
now fallen into the way of printing them for their own 
use. I hear that they have sold nearly as many of 
‘Blackstone’s Commentaries’ in America as in England. 
General Gage-marks out this disposition very par¬ 
ticularly in a letter on your table. He states, that all 
the people in his government are lawyers, or smatterers 
in law; and that in Boston they have been enabled, by 
successful chicane, wholly to evade many parts of one 
of your capital penal constitutions. The smartness of 
debate will say, that this knowledge ought to teach 
them more clearly the rights of legislature, their obliga¬ 
tions to obedience, and the penalties of rebellion. All 
this is mighty well. But my honourable and learned 
friend on the floor, who condescends to mark out what 
I say for animadversion, will disdain that ground. He 
has heard, as well as I, that when great honours and 
great emoluments do not win over this knowledge to 
the service of the state, it is a formidable adversary to 
government. If the spirit be not tamed and broken 
by these happy methods, it is stubborn and litigious. 
Abeunt studia in mores. This study renders men acute, 
inquisitive, dexterous, prompt in attack, ready in 
defence, full of resources. In other countries, the 
p^ple, more simple, and of a less mercurial cast, judge 
of an ill principle in government only by an actual 
grievance; here they anticipate the evil, and judge of 
the pressure of the grievance by the badness of the 
principle. They augur misgovernment at a distance, 
and snuff the approach of tyranny in every tainted 
breeze. • * . 
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The last cause of this disobedient spirit in the colo¬ 
nies is hardly less powerful than the rest, as it is not 
merely moral, but laid deep in the natural constitution 
of things. Three thousand miles of ocean lie between 
you and them. No contrivance can prevent the effect 
of this distance ia weakening governn^ent. Seas roll, 
and months pass, between the order and the execution; 
and the want of a speedy explanation of a single point 
is enough to defeat a whole system. You have, indeed, 
winged ministers of vengeance, who carry your bolts 
in their pounces to the remotest verge of the sea: but 
there a power steps in, that limits the arrogance of 
raging passions and furious elements, and says, 'So far 
shalt thou go, and no farther.’ Who are you, that 
should fret and rage and bite the chains of nature.^ 
Nothing worse happens to you than does to all nations 
who have extensive empire, and it happens in all the 
forms into which empire can be thrown. In large 
bodies, the circulation of power must be less vigorous 
at the extremities. Nature has said it. The Turk 
cannot govern Egypt, and Arabia, and Curdistan, as he 
governs Thrace; nor has he the same dominion in 
Crimea and Algiers, which he has at Brusa and Smyrna. 
Despotism itself is obliged to truck and huckster. The 
Sultan gets such obedience as he can. He governs 
with a loose rein, that he may govern at all; and the 
whole of the force and vigour of his authority in his 
centre is derived from a prudent relaxation in all his 
borders. Spain, in her provinces, is perhaps not so 
well obeyed as you are in yours. She complies too: she 
submits; she watches times. This is the immutable 
condition, the eternal law, of extensive and detached 
empire. 
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Then, sir, from these six capital sources; of descent; 
of form of government; of religion in the northern 
provinces; of manners in the southern; of education; 
of the remoteness of situation from the first mover of 
government ; from all these causes a fierce spirit of 
liberty has grown up. It has grown with the growth 
of the people in your colonies, and increased with the 
increase of their wealth; a spirit that, unhappily 
meeting with an exercise of power in England, which, 
however lawful, is not reconcilable to any ideas of 
liberty, much less with theirs, has kindled this flame 
that is ready to consume us. 

HYDER ALI AND THE CARNATIC. 

The great fortunes made in India, in the beginnings 
of conquest, naturally excited an emulation in all the 
parts, and through the Whole succession of the com¬ 
pany’s service. But in the company it gave rise to 
other sentiments. They did not find the new channel 
of acquisition flow with equal riches to them. On the 
contrary, the high flood-tide of private emolument was 
generally in the lowest ebb of their affairs. They 
began also to fear, that the fortune of war might take 
away what the fortune of war had given. Wars were 
accordingly discouraged by repeated injunctions and 
menaces; and that the servants might not be bribed 
into them by the native princes, they were strictly for¬ 
bidden to take any money whatsoever from their hands. 
But vehement passion is ingenious in resources. The 
company’s servants were not only stimulated, but better 
instructed by the prohibition. They soon fell upon a 
contrivance which answered their purposes far better 
than the methods which Vere forbidden; though in 
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this also they violated an ancient, but they thought, 
an abrogated order. They reversed their proceedings. 
Instead of receiving presents, they made loans. Instead 
of carrying on wars in their own name, they contrived 
an authority, at once irresistible and irresponsible, in 
whose name they might ravage at pleasure; and being 
thus freed from all restraint, they indulged themselves 
in the most extravagant speculations of plunder. The 
cabal of creditors who have been the object of the late 
bountiful grant from his majesty’s ministers, in order 
to possess themselves, under the name of creditors and 
assignees, of every country in India, as fast as it should 
be conquered, inspired into the mind of the nabob of 
Arcot (then a dependent on the company of the hum¬ 
blest order) a scheme of the most wild and desperate 
ambition, that I believe ever was admitted into the 
thoughts of a man so situated. First, they persuaded 
him to consider himself as a principal member in the 
political system of Europe. In the next place they held , 
out to him, and he readily imbibed, the idea of the 
general empire of Hindostan. As a preliminary to 
this undertaking, they prevailed on him to propose a 
tripartite division of that vast country. One part to 
the company; another to the Marattas; and the third 
to himself. To himself he reserved all the southern 
part of the great peninsula, comprehended under the. 
general name of the Deccan. 

On this scheme of their servants, the company was 
to appear in the Carnatic in no other light than as a 
contractor for the provision of armies, and the hire of 
mercenaries for his use, and under his direction. This 
disposition was to be secured by the nabob’s putting 
himself under the guarantee of France, and, by the 
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means of that 'rival nation, preventing the English for 
ever from assuming an equality, much less a superiority 
in the Carnatic. In pursuance of this treasonable pro¬ 
ject (treasonable on the part of the English) they ex¬ 
tinguished the company as a sovereign power in that 
part of India; they withdrew the company’s garrisons 
out of all the forts and strongholds of the Carnatic; 
they declined to receive the ambassadors from foreign 
courts, and remitted them to the nabob of Arcot; they 
fell upon, and totally destroyed, the oldest ally of the 
company, the king of Tanjore, and plundered the coun¬ 
try to the amount of near five millions sterling; one 
after another, in the nabob’s name, but with English 
force, they brought into a miserable servitude all the 
princes, and great, independent nobility, of a vast 
country. In proportion to these treasons and violences, 
which ruined the people, the fund of the nabob’s debt 
grew and flourished. 

Among the victims to this magnificent plan of uni¬ 
versal plunder, worthy of the heroic avarice of the pro¬ 
jectors, you have all heard (and he has made himself 
to be well remembered) of an' Indian chief called 
Hyder Ali Khan. This man possessed the western, 
as the Company under the name of the nabob of Arcot 
does the eastern division of the Carnatic. It was 
among the leading measures in the design of this cabal 
(according to their own emphatic language) to extir¬ 
pate this Hyder Ali. They declared the nabob, of 
Arcot to be his sovereign, and himself to be a rebel, 
and publicly invested their instrument with the 
soverdgnty of the kingdom of Mysore. But thw 
victim was not of the passive kirid. They were socJn 
obliged to conclude a treat^f o£ peace and close jaliiahcfi 
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with this rebel, at the gates of Madras. Both before 
and since this treaty, every principle of policy pointed 
out this power as a natural alliance; and on his part, 
it was courted by every sort of amicable office. But 
the cabinet council of English creditors would not 
suffer their nabob of Arcot to sign the treaty, nor even 
to give to a prince, at least his ecjual, the ordinary titles 
of respect and courtesy. From that time forward, a 
continued plot was carried on within the divan, black 
and white, of the nabob of Arcot, for the destruction 
of Hyder Ali. As to the outward members of the 
double, .or rather treble government of Madras, which 
had signed the treaty, they were always prevented by 
some overruling influence (which they do not describe, 
but which cannot be misunderstood) from performing 
what justice and interest combined so evidently to 
enforce. 

When at length Hyder Ali found that he had to do 
with men who either would sign no convention, or 
whom no treaty and no signature could bind, and who 
were the determined enemies of human intercourse 
itself, he decreed to make the country possessed by 
these incorrigible and predestinated criminals a memo¬ 
rable example to mankind. , He resolved, in the 
gloomy recesses of a mind capacious of such things, to 
leave the whole Carnatic an everlasting monument of 
vengeance, and to put perpetual desolation as a barrier 
between him and those, against whom the faith which 
holds the moral elements of the world together was no 
protection. He became at length so confident of his 
force, so collected in his might, that he made no secret 
whatsoever of his dreadful resolution. Having termi¬ 
nated his disputes with cvdty enemy, and every rival, 



EDMUND BURKE 


41 


who buried their mutual animosities in their common 
detestation against the creditors of the nabob of Arcot, 
he drew from every quarter whatever a savage ferocity 
could add to his new rudiments in the arts of destruc-» 
tion; and compounding all the materials of fury, havoc, 
and desolation, into one black cloud, he hung for a 
while on the declivities of the mountains. Whilst the 
authors of all these evils were idly and stupidly gazing 
on this menacing meteor, which blackened all their 
horizon, it suddenly burst, and poured down the whole 
of its contents upon the plains of the Carnatic—then 
ensued a scene of woe, the like of which no eye had 
seen, no heart conceived, and which no tongue can 
adequately tell. All the horrors of war before known 
or heard of, were mercy to that new havoc. A storm 
of universal fire blasted every field, consumed every 
house; destroyed every temple. The miserable inhabit¬ 
ants flying from their flaming villages, in part were 
slaughtered; others, without regard to sex, to age, to. 
the respect of rank, or sacredness of function, fathers 
torn from children, husbands from wives, enveloped 
in a whirlwind of cavalry, and amidst the goading 
spears of drivers, and the trampling of pursuing horses, 
were swept into captivity, in an unknown and hostile 
land. Those who were able to evade this tempest, 
fled to the walled cities. But escaping from fire, 
sword, and exile, they fell into the jaws of famine. 

The alms of the settlement, in this dreadful exigency, 
were certainly liberal; and all was done by charity that 
private charity could do; but it was a people in 
beggary; it was a nation which stretched out its han^s 
for food. For months together these creatures pf 
sufferance, whose very excess and luxury in their most 
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plenteous days had fallen short of the allowance of our 
austerest fasts, silent, patient, resigned, without sedition 
or disturbance, almost without complaint, perished by 
a hundred a day in the streets of Madras; every day 
seventy at least laid their bodies in the streets, or on 
the glacis of Tanjore, and expired of famine in the 
granary of India. I was going to awake your justice 
towards this unhappy part of our fellow-citizens, by 
bringing before you some of the circumstances of this 
plague of hunger. Of all the calamities which beset 
and waylay the life of man, this comes the nearest to 
our heart, and^is that wherein the proudest of us all 
feels himself tv^ be nothing more than he is: but I find 
myself unable to manage it with decorum; these details 
are of a species of horror so nauseous and disgusting; 
they are so degrading to the sufferers and to the hear¬ 
ers; they are so humiliating to human nature itself, 
that, on better thoughts, I find it more advisable to 
throw a pall over this hideous object, and to leave it 
to your general conceptions. 

For eighteen months, without intermission, this de¬ 
struction raged from the gates of Madras to the gates, 
of Tanjore; and so completely did these masters in 
their art, Hyder Ali, and his more ferocious son^ 
absolve themselves of their impious vow, that when 
the British armies traversed, as they did, the Carnatic 
for hundreds of miles in all directions, through the 
whole line of their march they did not see one 
man, not one woman, not one child, not one 
four-footed beast of any description whatever. 
One dead, uniform silence reigned over the whole 
region. With the inconsiderable exceptions of the 
narrow vicinage of some few forts, I wi^ to be uridetrM 
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stood as speaking literally;—I mean to produce to you 
more than three witnesses, above all exception, who 
will support this assertion in its full extent. That 
hurricane of war passed through every part of the 
central provinces of the Carnatic. Six or seven districts 
to the north and to the south (and these not wholly 
untouched) escaped the general ravage. 

The Carnatic is a country not much inferior in extent 
to England. Figure to yourself, Mr. Speaker, the 
land in whose representative chair you sit; figure to 
yourself the forrri and fashion of your sweet and cheer¬ 
ful country from Thames to Trent, north and south, • 
and from the Irish to the German sea, east and west, 
emptied and embowelled (may God avert the omen 
of our crimes!) by so accomplished a desolation. 
Extend your imagination a little farther, and then 
suppose your ministers taking a survey of this scene 
of waste and desolation; what would be your thoughts 
if you should be informed, that they were computing 
how much had been the amount of the excises, how 
much the customs, how much the land and malt tax, 
in order that they should charg'e (take it in the most 
favourable light) for public service, upon the relics of 
the satiated vengeance of relentless enemies, the whole 
of what England had yielded in the most exuberant 
seasons of peace and abundance? What would you 
call it?‘ To call it tyranny sublimed into madness, 
would be too faint an image; yet this very ma<iness 
is the principle upon which the ministers at your right 
hand have proceeded in their estimate of the revenues 
of the Carnatic, when they were providing, not supply 
for. the establishment of its protection, but .rewards tor, 
the authors of its ruin. ^ 
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THE EXECUTION OF THE KING 
OF FRANCE 

Who is it that admires, and from the heart is 
attached to national representative assemblies, but must 
turn with horror and disgust from such a profane 
burlesque, and abominable perversion of that sacred 
institute? Lovers of monarchy, lovers of republics, 
must alike abhor it. The members of your assembly 
must themselves groan under the tyranny of which they 
have all the shame, none of the direction, and little of 
. the profit. I am sure many of the members who com¬ 
pose even the majority of that body must feel as I do, 
notwithstanding the applauses of the Revolution So¬ 
ciety. Miserable king! miserable assembly! How 
must that assembly be silently scandalized with those 
of their members, who could call a day which seemed 
to blot the sun out of heaven, 'un beau jourF How 
must they be inwardly indignant at hearing others, who 
thought fit to declare to them, ‘that the vessel of the 
state would fly forward in her course towards regenera¬ 
tion with more speed than ever,’ from the stiff gale of 
treason and murder, which preceded our preacher’s 
triumph! What must they have felt, whilst, with 
outward patience and inward indignation, they heard 
of the slaughter of innocent gentlemen in their houses, 
that ‘the blood spilled was not the most pure’ ?• What 
must they have felt, when they were besieged by com¬ 
plaints of disorders which shook their country to its 
foundations, at being compelled coolly to tell the com¬ 
plainants, that they were under the protection of the 
law, and that they woXild address the king (the captive 
king) to cause the laws to be enforced for their protect 
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tion; when the enslaved ministers of that captive king 
had formally notified to them, that there were neither 
law, nor authority, nor power left to protect? What 
must they have felt at being obliged, as a felicitation 
on the present new year, to request their captive king 
to forget the stormy period of the last, on account of 
the great good which he was likely to produce to his 
people; to the complete attainment of which good they 
adjourned the practical demonstrations of their loyalty, 
assuring him of their obedience, when he should no 
longer possess any authority to command ? 

This address was made with much good-nature and • 
affection, to be sure. But among the revolutions in 
France must be reckoned a considerable revolution in ^ 
their ideas of politeness. In England we are said to 
learn manners at second-hand from your side of the 
water, and that we dress our behaviour in the frippery 
of France. If so, we are still in the old cut; and have 
not so far conformed to the new Parisian mode of 
good-breeding, as to think it quite in the most refined 
strain of delicate compliment (whether in condolence 
or congratulation) to say, to the most humiliated crea¬ 
ture that crawls upon the earth, that great public bene¬ 
fits are derived from the murder of his servants, the 
attempted assassination of himself and of his wife, and 
the mortification, disgrace, and degradation, that he 
has personally suffered. It is a topic of consolation 
which our ordinary of Newgate would be too humane 
to use to a criminal at the foot of the gallows. I should 
have thought that the hangman of Paris, now that he 
is liberalized by the vote of the National Assembly* 
and is allowed his rank and arms in the herald's 
college of the rights of men, would be too generous. 
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too gallant a man, too full of the sense of his new 
dignity, to employ that cutting consolation to any of 
.the persons whom the lese nation might bring under 
the administration of his executive power. 

A man is fallen indeed, when he is thus flattered. 
The anodyne draught of oblivion, thus drugged, is well 
calculated to preserve a galling wakefulness, and to 
feed the living ulcer of a corroding memory. Thus to 
administer the opiate potion of amnesty, powdered 
with all the ingredients of scorn and contempt, is to 
hold to his lips, instead of 'the balm of hurt minds,’ 
the cup of human misery full to the brim-, and to force 
him to drink it to the dregs. 

Yielding to reasons, at least as forcible as those 
which were so delicatdy urged in the compliment on 
the new year, the King of France will probably endea¬ 
vour to forget these events and that compliment. But 
history, who keeps a durable record of all our acts,, 
and exercises her awful censure over the proceedings 
of all sorts of sovereigns, will not forget either those 
events, or the era of this liberal refinement in the inter¬ 
course of mankind. History will record, that on the 
morning of the 6th of October, 1789, the King and 
Queen of France, after a day of confusion, alarm, dis¬ 
may, and slaughter, lay down, under the pledged 
security of public faith, to indulge nature in a few 
hours of respite, and troubled, melancholy repose. 
From this sleep the queen was first startled by the voice 
of the sentinel at her door, who cried out to her to 
save herself by flight—that this was the last proof of 
fidelity he could give—that they were upon him, and 
he was dead. Instantly he was cut down. A band 
of cruel ruffians arid assassins, reeking with his blood,^ 
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ruiied into the chamber of the queen, and pierced with 
a iundred strokes of bayonets and poniards the bed, 
fron whence this persecuted woman had but just time 
to fly almost naked, and, through ways unknown to the 
mirderers, had escaped to seek refuge at the feet of a 
king and husband, not secure of his own life for a 
moment. 

This king, to say no more of him, and this queen, 
aiid their infant children, (who once would have been 
tjie pride and hope of a great and generous people,) 
yere then forced to abandon the sanctuary of the most 
^lendid palace in the world, which they left swimming 
ih blood, polluted by massacre, and strewed with scat* 
tered limbs and mutilated carcases. Thence they were 
conducted into the capital of their kingdom. Two 
had been selected from the unprovoked, unresisted, 
promiscuous slaughter, which was made of the gentle¬ 
men of birth and family who composed the king's 
b6dy-guard. These two gentlemen, with all the parade 
of an execution of justice, were cruelly and publicly 
drs^gged to the block, and beheaded in the great court 
of the palace. Their heads were stuck upon spears, 
and led the procession; whilst the royal captives who 
followed in the train were slowly moved along, Amidst 
the horrid yells, and shrilling screams, and frantic 
dances, and infamous contumelies, and all the unutter¬ 
able abominations of the furies of hell, in the abused 
shapes of the vilest of women. After they had been 
made to taste, drop by drop, more than the bitterness 
of death, in the slow torture of a journey of twelve 
miles, protracted to six hours, they were, under a guard 
composed of those very soldiers who had thus conduct* 
ed them through this famous triumph, lodged in bn^ 
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of the old palaces of Paris, now converted intj) a 
Bastile for kings. 

Is this a triumph to be consecrated at altars? to be 
commemorated with grateful thanksgiving ? to be 
offered to the Divine Humanity with fervent prajer 
and enthusiastic ejaculation?—These Theban aad 
Thracian orgies, acted in France, and applauded orly 
in the Old Jewry, I assure you, kindle prophetic 
enthusiasm in the minds but of very few people in this 
kingdom: although a saint and apostle, who may 
have revelations of his own, and who has so completely 
vanquished all the mean superstitions of the heari, 
may incline to think it pious and decorous to compare i 
with the entrance into the world of the Prince of Peace; 
proclaimed in a holy temple by a venerable sage, ani 
not long before not worse announced by the voice of 
angels to quiet the innocence of shepherds. 

At first I was at a loss to account for this fit of un¬ 
guarded transport. I knew, indeed, that the sufferings 
of monarchs make a delicious repast to some sort of 
palates. There were reflections which might serve to 
keep this appetite within some bounds of temperance. 
But when I took one circumstance into my considera¬ 
tion, i was obliged to confess, that much allowance 
ought to be made for the society, and that the tempta¬ 
tion was too strong for common discretion; I mean, 
the circumstance of the lo Paean of the triumph, the 
animating cry which called 'for all the BISHOPS to 
be hanged on the lamp-posts,* might well have brought 
forth a burst of enthusiasm on the foreseen conse¬ 
quences of this happy day. I allow to so much enthu- 
siUsm some little deviation from prudence. I allow 
this prophet to break forth into hymns of joy and 
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thanksgiving on an event which appears like the 
precursor of the Millennium, and the projected fifth 
monarchy, in the destruction of all Church establish¬ 
ments. There was, however, (as in all human affairs 
there is,) in the midst of this joy, something to exercise 
the patience of these worthy gentlemen, and to try the 
long-suffering of their faith. The actual murder of the 
king and queen, and their child, was wanting to the 
other auspicious circumstances of this ^beautiful day* 
The actual murder of the bishops, though called for by 
so many holy ejaculations, was also wanting. A group 
of regicide and sacrilegious slaughter, was indeed bold¬ 
ly sketched, but it was only sketched. It unhappily 
was left unfinished, in this great history-piece of the 
massacre of innocents. What hardy pencil of a great 
master, from this school of the rights of men, will 
finish it, is to be seen hereafter. The age has not yet 
the complete benefit of that diffusion of knowledge 
that has undermined susperstition and error; and the 
King of France wants another object or two, to consign 
to oblivion, in consideration of all the good which is 
to arise from his own sufferings, and the patriotic 
crimes of an enlightened age. 

Although this work of our new light and knowledge 
did not go to the length that in all probability it was 
intended it should be carried, yet I must think that 
such treiatment of any human creatures must be shock¬ 
ing to any but those who are made for accomplisjiing 
revolutions. But I cannot stop here. Influenced by 
the inborn feelings of my nature, and not being illumi¬ 
nated by a single ray of this new-sprung modern light, 
I confess to you, sir, that the exalted rank of the per¬ 
sons suffering, and particul^ly the sex, the beauty, and 
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the amiable qualities of the descendant of so many 
kings and emperors, with the tender age of royal in¬ 
fants, insensible only through infancy and innocence 
of the cruel outrages to which their parents were ex¬ 
posed, instead of being a subject of exultation, adds 
not a little to my sensibility on that most melancholy 
occasion. 

I hear that the august person, who was the principal 
object of our preacher's triumph, though he supported 
himself, felt much on that shameful occasion. As a 
man, it became him to feel for his wife and his 
children, and the faithful guards of his person, that 
were massacred in cold blood about him; as a prince 
it became him to feel for the strange and frightful 
transformation of his civilized subjects, and to be 
more grieved for them, than solicitous for himself. It 
derogates little from his fortitude, while it adds in¬ 
finitely to the honour of his humanity. I am very sorry 
to say it, very sorry indeed, that such personages are 
in a situation in which it is not becoming in us to praise 
the virtues of the great. 

I hear, and I rejoice to hear, that the great lady, the 
other object of the triumph, has borne that day (one 
is interested that beings made for suffering should 
suffer well), and that she bears all the succeeding days, 
that she bears the imprisonment of her husband, and 
her own captivity, and the exile of her friends,* and the 
insulting adulation of addresses, and the whole weight 
of her accumulated wrongs, with a serene patience, in 
a manner suited to her rank and race, and becoming 
the offspring of a sovereign distinguished for her piety 
and her courage; that, like her, she has lofty senti* 
mcnts; that she feels with* the dignity of a Roman"; 
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matron; that in the last extremity she will save herself 
from the last disgrace; and that, if she must fall, she 
will fall by no ignoble hand. 

It is now sixteen or seventeen years since I saw the 
Queen of France, then the dauphiness, at Versailles; 
and surely never lighted on this orb, which she hardly 
seemed to touch, a more delightful vision. I saw her 
just above the horizon, decorating and cheering the 
elevated sphere she just began to move in,—glittering 
like the morning-star, full of life, and splendour, and 
joy. Oh! what a revolution! and what a heart I must 
have, to contemplate without emotion that elevation 
and that falli Little did I dream when she added 
titles of veneration to those of enthusiastic, distant, re¬ 
spectful love, that she should ever be obliged to carry 
the sharp antidote against disgrace concealed in that 
bosom; little did I dream that I should have lived to 
see such disasters fallen upon her in a nation of gallant 
men, in a nation of men of honour, and of cavaliers. 
I thought ten thousand swords must have leaped from 
their scabbards to avenge even a look that threatened 
her with insult. But the age of chivalry is gone. That 
of sophisters, economists, and calculators, has suc¬ 
ceeded; and the glory of Europe is extinguished for 
ever. Never, never more, shall we behold that gener¬ 
ous loyalty to rank and sex, that proud submission, that 
dignified obedience, that subordination of the heart, 
which kept alive, even in servitude itself, the spirit of 
an exalted freedom. The unbought grace of lif^, the 
cheap defence of nations, the nurse of manly sentiment 
and heroic enterprise is gone! It is gone, that sensi¬ 
bility of principle, that chastity of honour,^ which felt 
a stain like a wound, whiclf inspired courage Whilst jt 
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mitigated ferocity, which ennobled whatever it touched, 
and under which vice itself lost half its evil, by losing 
all its grossness. 



JAMES BOSWELL 

( 1740 — 1795 ) 



James Boswell 

[Pirom the picture by Sir Joshua Reynolds in the National Portrait . 
Gallery.'] 


The son of Lord Auchinleck, a Scottish judge, Boswell had «!! 
the advantages of parentage and fortune; but he greatly irritated his 
father by his frivolity, dissipation and wasteful ways, and only reluc¬ 
tantly studied law at Edinburgh and Glasgow. He practised at the 
Bar very irregularly, but his ambition was directed towards literaturca 
and politics. Boswell had an inbmn desire to associate with the 
.^reat as well as the notorious, and he sought the acquaintance of 
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Voltaire, Rousseau and General Paoli. In a fortunate moment he 
became known to Dr. Johnson. His first meeting with Johnson, 
which took place on May 16, 1763, as a result of a carefully prepared 
plot, is described in one of the most famous passages in his great 
biography. From that very day Boswell played the part of disciple 
to the great man, and began to gather materials for Johnson’s Life. 

It has been said that it is not everyone who can recognise a 
great event when it happens or a great man while he is alive. 
Boswell had the genius to recognise the great man, and willingly 
became his hero-worshipper. The sincerity of the disciple’s worship 
touched the master's heart, and Johnson had a real affection for 
Boswell, sorely as he chastened him at times. Boswell took pride 
in his intimacy with the great man, was constantly in his company, 
became elected member to the Literary Club, of which Johnson was 
President, travelled with him in the Highlands of Scotland and 
entertained him at his o,wn house in Edinburgh. His Journal of a 
Tour to Hebrides appeared in 1783. His last meeting with Johnson 
was at a dinner at Sir Joshua Reynolds’ early in 1784, the year of 
Johnson’s death. 

The Life of Johnson was published in 1791, and was at once 
recognised as the greatest biography in English literature. Many 
have wondered how a man of such egregious weakness and vanity as 
Boswell could have written a work of such remarkable merit. The 
pages of the Life reveal that the genius of the hero-worshipper is in 
its way no less than the genius of the hero himself. Boswell’s 
devotion to Johnson was the source of his own fame, and Johnson 
undoubtedly owes his place in the esteem and affection of the 
modern reader less to his own achievements than to the account of 
his sayings and doings, as given by Boswell. 

BOSWELL’S FIRST MEETING 
WITH JOHNSON 

Mr. Thomas Davies the actor, who then kept a 
bookseller’s shop in Russei-street, Covent-garden, told 
Vne that Johnson was very much his friend, and came 
frequently to his house, ^here he more than once 
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vited me to meet him; but by some unlucky accident 
or other he was prevented from coming to us. 

Mr. Thomas Davies was a man of good understand¬ 
ing and talents, v/ith the advantage of a liberal educa¬ 
tion. Though somewhat pompous, he was an enter¬ 
taining companion; and his literary performances have 
no inconsiderable share of merit. He was a friendly 
and very hospitable man. Both he and his wife, (who 
has been celebrated for her beauty,) though upon the 
stage for many years, maintained an uniform decency 
of character; and Johnson esteemed them, and lived in 
as easy an intimacy with them, as with any family 
which he used to visit. Mr. Davies recollected several 
of Johnson’s remarkable sayings, and was one of the 
best of the many imitators of his voice and manner, 
while relating them. He increased my impatience 
more and more to see the extraordinary man whose 
works I highly valued, and whose conversation was 
reported to be so peculiarly excellent. 

At last, on Monday the l6th of May, when I was 
sitting in Mr. Davies’s back-parlour, after having drunk 
tea with him and Mrs. Davies, Johnson unexpectedly 
came into the shop; and Mr. Davies having perceived 
him through the glass-door in the room in which we 
were sitting, advancing towards us,—he announced his 
awful approach to me, somewhat in the manner of an 
actor in the part of Horatio, when he addresses Hamlet 
on the appearance of his father's ghost, 'Look, my Lord, 
it comes.' I found that I had a very perfect idea of 
Johnson’s figure, from the portrait of him painted by 
Sir Joshua Reynolds soon after he had published h^ 
Dictionaryt in the' attitude of sitting in his easy chair 
in* deep meditation, which was the first picture his 
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friend did for him, which Sir Joshua very kindly pre¬ 
sented to me, and from which an engraving has been 
made for this work. Mr. Davies mentioned my name, 
and respectfully introduced me to him. I was much 
agitated; and recollecting his prejudice against the 
Scotch, of which I had heard much, I said to Davies, 
'Don’t tell where I come from.’—'From Scotland,’ cried 
Davies roguishly. 'Mr. Johnson, (said I) I do indeed 
come from Scotland, but 1 cannot help it.’ 1 am will¬ 
ing to flatter myself that I meant this as light pleasan¬ 
try to soothe and conciliate him, and not as an humiliat¬ 
ing abasement at the expense of my country. But 
however that might be, this speech was somewhat un¬ 
lucky; for with that quickness of wit for which he was 
so remarkable, he seized the expression 'come from 
Scotland,’ which I used in the sense of being of that 
country; and, as if I had said that I had come away 
from it, or left it, retorted, 'That, Sir, I find, is what a 
very great many of your countrymen cannot help.’ This 
stroke stunned me a good deal; and when we had sat 
down, I felt myself not a little embarrassed, and appre¬ 
hensive of what might come next. He then addressed 
himself to Davies: 'What do you think of Garrick? 
He has refused me an order for the play for Miss 
Williams, because he knows the house will be full, 
and that an order would be worth three shillings/ 
Eager to take any opening to get into conversation with 
him, I ventured to say, 'O, Sir, I cannot think Mr. 
Garrick would grudge such a trifle to you.’ 'Sir, (said 
he, with a stern look,) I have known David Garrick . 
longer than you have done: and I know no right you 
have to talk to me on the subject.’ Perhaps I deserv¬ 
ed this check; for it was‘rather presumptuous in me, 
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an entire stranger, to express any doubt of the justice 
of his animadversion upon his old acquaintance and 
pupil. I now felt myself much mortified, and began 
to think that the hope which I had long indulged of 
obtaining his acquaintance was blasted. And, in truth, 
had not my ardour been uncommonly strong, and my 
resolution uncommonly persevering, so rough a recep¬ 
tion might have deterred me for ever from making any 
further attempts. Fortunately, hov/ever, 1 remained 
upon the field not wholly discomfited; and was soon 
rewarded by hearing some of his conversation, of 
which I preserved the following short minute, without 
marking the questions, and observations by which it 
was produced. 

'People (he remarked) may be taken in once, who 
imagine that ah author is greater in private life than 
other men. Uncommon parts require uncommon 
opportunities for their exertion.’ 

'In barbarous society, superiority of parts is of real 
consequence. Great strength or great wisdom is of 
much value to an individual. But in more polished 
times there are people to do every thing for money; 
and then there are a number of other superiorities, such 
as those of birth and fortune, and rank, that dissipate 
men’s attention, and leave no extraordinary share of 
respect for personal and intellectual superiority. This 
is wisely ordered by Providence, to preserve some 
equality among mankind.’ 

'Sir, this book (The Elements of Crttkism, which 
he had taken up,) is a pretty essay, and deserves to be 
held in some estimation, though much of it is chimeri¬ 
cal.’ • 
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Speaking of one who with more than ordinary bold¬ 
ness attacked publick measures and the royal family, 
he said« 

1 think he is safe from the law, but he is an abusive 
scoundrel; and instead of applying to my Lord Chief 
Justice to punish him, I would send half a dozen foot¬ 
men and have him well ducked. 

‘The notion of liberty amuses the people of England, 
and helps to keep off the toedimn vitoe. When a 
butcher tells you that his heart bleeds for his country^ 
he has, in fact, no uneasy feeling.' 

‘Sheridan will not succeed at Bath with his oratory. 
Ridicule has gone down before him, and, I doubt, 
Derrick is his enemy.* 

‘Derrick may do very well, as long as he can outrun 
his character; but the moment his character gets up 
with him, it is all over.’ 

It is, however, but just to record, that some years 
afterwards, when I reminded him of this sarcasm, he 
said, ‘Well, but Derrick has now got a character that 
he need not run away from.’ 

I was highly pleased with the extraordinary vigour 
of his conversation, and regretted that I was drawn 
away from it by an engagement at another place. I 
had, for a part of the evening, been left alone with 
him, and had ventured to- make an observation now¬ 
and then, which he received very civilly; so that I 
was satisfied that though there was a roughness in his 
manner, there was no ill-nature in his disposition, 
bavies followed me to the door, and when I complain¬ 
ed to him a little of the lhard blows which the great 
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man had given me, he kindly took upon him to con¬ 
sole me by saying, 'Don’t be uneasy. I can see he likes 
you very well.’ 

A few days afterwards I called on Davies, and asked 
him if he thought I might take the liberty of waiting 
on Mr. Johnson at his Chambers in the Temple. He 
said I certainly might, and that Mr. Johnson would 
take it as a compliment. So upon Tuesday the 24th 
of May, after having been enlivened by the witty sallies 
of Messieurs Thornton, Wilkes, Churchill and Lloyd, 
with whom I had passed the morning, I boldly repair¬ 
ed to Johnson. His Chambers were on the first floor 
of No. 1, Inrter-Temple-lane, and I entered them with 
an impression given me by the Reverend Dr. Blair, of 
Edinburgh, who had been introduced to him not long 
before, and described his having ‘found the Giant in 
his den;’ an expression, which, when I came to be 
pretty well acquainted with Johnson, I repeated to him, 
and he was diverted at this picturesque account of him¬ 
self. Dr. Blair had been presented to him by Dr. James 
Fordyce. At this time the controversy concerning the 
pieces published by Mr. James Macpherson, as trans¬ 
lations of Ossian, was at its height. Johnson had all 
along denied their authenticity; and, what was still 
more provoking to their admirers, maintained that they 
had no merit. The subject having been introduced by 
Dr. Fordyce,’Dr. Blair, relying on the internal evidence 
of their antiquity, asked -Dr. Johnson whether Jie 
thought any man of a modern age could have written 
such poems Johnson replied, 'Yes, Sir, many men, 
many women, and. many children.' Johnson, at this 
time, did not know that Dr. Blair had just published a 
Dissertation, not only defenSing their authenticity, but 



60 


SELECT ENGLISH PROSE 


seriously ranking them with the poems of Homer and 
Virgil; and when he was afterwards informed of this 
circumstance, he expressed some displeasure at Dr. For- 
dyce’s having suggested the topick, and said, T am 
not sorry that they got thus much for their pains. Sir, 
it was like leading one to talk of a book when the 
author is concealed behind the door.’ 

He received me very courteously; but, it must be con¬ 
fessed, that his apartment, and furniture, and morn¬ 
ing dress, were sufficiently uncouth. His brown suit of 
clothes looked very rusty; he had on a little old shrivell¬ 
ed unpowdered wig, which was too small for his 
head; his shirt-neck and knees of his breeches were 
loose; his black worsted stockings ill drawn up; and 
he had a pair of unbuckled shoes by way of slippers. 
But all these slovenly particularities were forgotten the 
moment that he began to talk. Some gentlemen, whom 
I do not recollect, were sitting with him; and when 
they went away, I also rose; but he said to me, *Nay, 
don’t go.’ ’Sir, (said I,) I am afraid that I intrude 
upon you. It is benevolent to allow me to sit and 
heatf you.’ He seemed pleased with this compliment, 
which I sincerely paid him, and answered, 'Sir, I am 
obliged to any man who visits me.’ I have preserved 
the following short minute of what passed this day:^— 

'Madness frequently discovers itself merely by un¬ 
necessary deviation from the usual modes of th6 
world. My poor friend Smart shewed the disturbance 
of his* mind, by falling upon his knees, and saying his 
prayers in the street, or in any other unusual place. 
^Now although, rationally speaking, it is greater mad¬ 
ness not to pray at all, thin to pray as Smart did, I am 
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afraid there ire so many who do not pray, that their 
understanding is not called in question.’ 

Concerning this unfortunate poet, Christopher 
Smart, who was confined in a mad-house, he had, at 
another time, the following conversation with Dr. 
Burney:— Burney. ’How does poor Smart do, Sir; 
is he likely to recover Johnson. ‘It seems as if his 
mind had ceased to struggle with the disease; for he 
grows fat upon it.’ Burney. ‘Perhaps, Sir, that may 
be from want of exercise.’ Johnson. ‘No, Sir; 
he has partly as much exercise as he used !:o have, for 
he digs in the garden. Indeed, before his confinement, 
he used for exercise to walk to the ale-house; but he 
was carried back again. I did not think he ought to 
be shut up. His infirmities were not noxious to society. 
He insisted on people praying with him; and I’d as 
lief pray with Kit Smart as any one else. Another 
charge was, that he did not love clean linen; and I have 
no passion for it.’—^Johnson continued. 'Mankind have 
a great aversion to intellectual labour; but even suppos¬ 
ing knowledge to be easily attainable, more people 
would be content to be ignorant than would take even 
a little trouble to acquire it.’ 

‘The morality of an action depends on the motive 
from which we act. If I fling half a crown to a beggar 
with intention to break his head, and he picks it up 
and buys victuals with it, the physical effect is good; 
but, with respect to me, the action is very wrong. So, 
religious exercises, if not performed with an intention 
to please God, avail us nothing. As our Saviour says 
of those who perform them from other ^ motives,* 
“Verily they have their rewatd.” ' 
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‘The Christian religion has very strong evidences. 
It, indeed, appears in some degree strange to reason; 
but in History we have undoubted facts, against which, 
reasoning a priori, we have more arguments than we 
have for them; but then, testimony has great weight, 
and casts the balance. I would recommend to every 
man whose faith is yet unsettled, Grotius,—Dr. Pear¬ 
son,—and Dr. Clarke.’ 

Talking of Garrick, he said, 'He is the first man in 
the world for sprightly conversation.’ 

When I rose a second time he again pressed me to 
stay, which I did. 

He told me, that he generally went abroad at four 
in the afternoon, and seldom came home till two in the 
morning. I took the liberty to ask if he did not think 
it wrong to live thus, and not make more use of his 
great talents. He owned it was a bad habit. On re¬ 
viewing, at the distance of many years, my journal of 
this period, I wonder how, at my first visit, I ventured 
to talk to him so freely, and that he bore it with so 
much indulgence. 

Before we parted, he was so good.as to promise to 
favour me with his company one evening at my lodg¬ 
ings; and, as I took my leave, shook me cordially by 
the hand. It is almost needless to add, that I felt no 
little elation at having now so happily established an 
acquaintance of which I had been so long ambitious. 

My readers will, I trust, excuse me for being thus 
minutely circumstantial, when it is considered that the 
acquaintance of Dr. Johnson was to me a most valuable 
*acquisition, and laid the foundation of whatever, 
instruction and entertairiiment they may receive frOtn] 
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my collections concerning the great subject of the work 
which they are now perusing. 

THE DICTIONARY 

The year 1747 is distinguished as the epoch, when 
Johnson’s arduous and important work, his Diction¬ 
ary OF THE English Language, was announced to 
the world, by the publication of its Plan or Prospectus, 

How long this immense undertaking had been the 
object of his contemplation, I do not know. I once 
asked him by what means he had attained to that 
astonishing knowledge of our language, by which he 
was enabled to realise a design of such extent, and 
accumulated difficulty. He told me, that 'it was not 
the effect of particular study; but that it had, grown 
up in his mind insensibly.’ I have been informed by 
Mr. James Dodsley, that several years before this 
period, when Johnson was one day sitting in his brother 
Robert’s shop, he heard his brother suggest to him, 
that a Dictionary of the English Language would be 
a work that would be well received by the public; that 
Johnson seemed at first to catch at the proposition, but, 
after a pause, said, in his abrupt decisive manner, ’I 
belieye I shall not undertake it.’ . That he, however, 
had bestowed much thought upon the subject, before 
he published his Planj is evident from the enlarged, 
clear, and accurate views which it exhibits; and we 
find him mentioning in that tract, that many of tlie 
writers whose testimonies were to be produced as 
authorities, were selected by Pope; which proves that 
he bad been furnished, probably by Mr. Rob^ 
Dodsley^. with whatever hiiits that eminent po0 had 
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contributed towards a great literary project, that had 
been the subject of important consideration in a former 
reign. 

The booksellers who contracted with Johnson, single 
and unaided, for the execution of a work, which in 
other countries has not been effected but by the co¬ 
operating exertions of many, were Mr. Robert Dodsley, 
Mr. Charles Hitch, Mr. Andrew Millar, the two 
Messieurs Longman, and the two Messieurs Knapton. 
The price stipulated was fifteen hundred and seventy* 
five pounds. 

The Plan was addressed to Philip Dormer, Earl of 
Chesterfield, then one of his Majesty’s Principal 
Secretaries of State; a nobleman who was very ambi¬ 
tious of literary distinction, and who, upop being in¬ 
formed of the design, had expressed himself in terms 
very favourable to its success. There is, perhaps in 
every thing of any consequence, a secret history which 
it would be amusing to know, could we have it authen¬ 
tically communicated. Johnson told me, 'Sir, the way 
in which the Plan of my Dictionary came to be inscrib¬ 
ed to Lord Chesterfield, was this: I had neglected to 
write it by the time appointed. Dodsley suggfeted a 
desire to have it addressed to Lord Chesterfield. I laid 
hold of this as a pretext for delay, that it might be 
better done, and let Dodsley have his desire. I said to 
my friend. Dr. Bathurst, "Now if any good comes of 
my addressing to Lord Chesterfield, it will be ascribed 
to deep policy, when, in fact, it was only a casual ex¬ 
cuse for laziness." 

♦ It is worthy of observation, that the Plan has not 
only the substantial merif of comprehension, perspL 
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cuity, and precision, but that the language of it is un- 
exceptionably excellent; it being altogether free from 
that inflation of style, and those uncommon but apt 
and energetick words, which in some of his writings 
have been censured, with more petulance than justice; 
and never was there a more dignified strain of com¬ 
pliment than that in which he courts the attention of 
one who, he had been persuaded to believe, would be 
a respectable patron. 

'With regard to questions of purity or propriety, 
(says he) I was once in doubt whether I should not 
attribute to myself too much in attempting to decide 
them, and whether my province was to extend beyond 
the proposition of the question, and the display of the 
suffrages on each side; but I have been since deter¬ 
mined by your Lordship’s opinion, to interpose my 
own judgement, and shall therefore endeavour to 
support what appears to me most consonant to 
grammar and reason. Ausonius thought that modesty 
forbade him to plead inability for a task to which 
Caesar had judged him equal: 

Cur me posse negem posse quod Hie putat? 

And I may hope, my Lord, that since you, whose 
authority in our language is so generally acknowledg¬ 
ed, have commissioned me to declare my own opinion, 
I shall be considered as exercising a kind of vicarious 
jurisdiction; and that the power which might have been 
denied to my own claim, will be readily allowed *me 
as the delegate of your Lordship.’ 

This passage proves, that Johnson’s addressing his 
Plan to Lord Chesterfield was not merely in conseqfl- 
ence of the result of a repoA by means of Dodsley, that 

3 
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the Earl favoured the design; but that there had been a 
particular communication with his Lordship concern¬ 
ing it. Dr. Taylor told me, that Johnson sent his Plan 
to him in manuscript, for his perusal; and that when 
it was lying upon his table, Mr. William Whitehead 
happened to pay him a visit, and being shewn it, was 
highly pleased with such parts of it as he had time to 
read, and begged to take it home with him, which he 
was allowed to do; that from him it got into the hands 
of a noble Lord, who carried it to Lord Chesterfield. 
When Taylor observed this might be an advantage, 
Johnson replied, ‘No, Sir; it would have come out with 
more bloom, if it had not been seen before by any 
body.’ 

The opinion conceived of it by another noble author, 
appears from the following extract of a letter from the 
Earl of Orrery to Dr. Birch: 

'Caledon, Dec. 30, 1747. 

'I have just now seen the specimen of Mr. Johnson’s 
Dictionary, addressed to Lord Chesterfield. I am 
much pleased with the plan, and I think the specimen 
is one of the best that I have ever read. Most speci¬ 
mens disgust, rather than prejudice us in favour of the 
work to follow; but the language of Mr. Johnson’s is 
good, and the arguments are properly and modestly 
expressed. However, some expressions may be cavill¬ 
ed at, but they are trifles. I’ll mention one. The 
barren Laurel. The laurel is not barren, in any sense 
whatever; it bears fruits and flowers. Sed hae sunt 
liugae, and I have great expectation from the perform^- 
ance,’ 
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That he was fully aware of the arduous nature of 
the undertaking, he acknowledges; and shews himself 
perfectly sensible of it in the conclusion of his Vlan; 
but he had a noble consciousness of his own abilities, 
which enabled him to go on with undaunted spirit. 

Dr. Adams found him one day busy at his Dictionary^ 
when the following dialogue ensued. 'Adams. This 
is a great work, Sir. How are you to get all the 
etymologies.^ Johnson. Why, Sir, here is a shelf 
with Junius, and Skinner, and others; and there is a 
Welch gentleman who has published a collection of 
Welch proverbs, who will help me with the Welch. 
Adams. But Sir, how can you do this in three years 
Johnson. Sir, I have no doubt that I can do it in three 
years. Adams. But the French Academy, which consists 
of forty members, took forty years to compile their Dic¬ 
tionary. Johnson. Sir, thus it is. This is the pro¬ 
portion. Let me see; forty times forty is sixteen 
hundred. As three to sixteen hundred, so is the pro^ 
portion of an Englishman to a Frenchman.* With 
so much ease and pleasantry could he talk of that 
prodigious labour which he had undertaken to execute. 

The publick has had, from another pen, a long detail 
of what had been done in this country by prior Lexico¬ 
graphers; and no doubt Johnson was wise to avail him¬ 
self of them, so far as they went: but the learned, yet 
judicious research of etymology, the various, yet acqi- 
rate display of definition, and the rich collection of 
authorities, were reserved for the superior mind of 
our great philologist. For the mechanical part he 
employed, as he told me, six amanuenses; and let it 
be remembered by the natives of North-Britain, to 
whom he is .supposed to hair^ been so hostile, that fiye 
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of them were of that country. There were two 
Messieurs Macbean; Mr. Shiels, who we shall hereafter 
see partly wrote the Lives of the Poets to which the 
name of Cibber is affixed; Mr. Stewart, son of Mr. 
George Stewart, bookseller at Edinburgh; and a Mr. 
Maitland. The sixth of these humble assistants was 
Mr. Peyton, who, I believe, taught French, and pub¬ 
lished some elementary tracts. 

While the Dictionary was going forward, Johnson 
lived part of the time in Holborn, part in Gough- 
square. Fleet-street; and he had an upper room fitted 
up like a counting-house for the purpose, in which he 
gave to the copyists their several tasks. The words, part¬ 
ly taken from other dictionaries, and partly supplied by 
himself, having been first written down with spaces 
left between them, he delivered in writing their ety¬ 
mologies, definitions, and various significations. The 
authorities were copied from the books themselves, 
in which he had marked the passages with a black-lead 
pencil, the traces of which could easily be effaced. I 
have seen several of them, in which that trouble had 
not been taken; so that they were just as when used 
by the copyists. It is remarkable, that he was so attent¬ 
ive in the choice of the passages in which words were 
authorised, that one may read page after page of his 
Dictionary with improvement and pleasure; and it 
should not pass unobserved, that he has quoted no 
author whose writings had a tendency to hurt sound 
religion and morality. 

The necessary expense of preparing a work of such 
magnitude for the press, must have been a considerable 
deduction from the price stipulated to be paid for the 
copyright. I understand that nothing was allowed 
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by the booksellers on that account; and I remember 
his telling me, that a large portion of it having by mis¬ 
take been written upon both sides of the paper, ,so as 
to be inconvenient for the compositor, it cost him 
twenty pounds to have it transcribed upon one side 
only. 

He is now to be considered as tugging at his oar,’ 
as engaged in a steady continued course of occupation, 
sufficient to employ all his time for some years; and 
which was the best preventive of that constitutional 
melancholy which was ever lurking about him, ready 
to trouble his quiet. But his enlarged and lively mind 
could not be satisfied without more diversity of employ¬ 
ment, and the pleasure of animated relaxation. He 
therefore not only exerted his talents in occasional com¬ 
position very different from Lexicography, but form¬ 
ed a club in Ivy-lane, Paternoster-row, with a view to 
enjoy literary discussion, and amuse his evening hours. 
The members associated with him in this little society 
were his beloved friend Dr. Richard Bathurst, Mr. 
Hawkesworth, afterwards well known by his writings, 
Mr. John Hawkins, an attorney, and a few others of 
different professions. 

The Dictionary^ we may believe, afforded Johnson 
full occupation this year. As it approached to its 
conclusion, he probably worked with redoubled vigour, 
as seamen increase their exertion and alacrity when 
they have a near prospect of their haven. 

Lord Chesterfield, to whom Johnson had paid the 
high compliment of addressing to his Lordship the 
Flan of his Dictionary, had behaved to him in such 
a manner as to excite hiai contempt and indignation. 
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The world has been for many years amused with a 
story confidently told, and as confidently repeated with 
additional circumstances, that a sudden disgust was 
taken by Johnson upon occasion of his having been 
one day kept long in waiting in his Lordship’s ante¬ 
chamber, for which the reason assigned was, that he 
had company with him; and that at last, when the 
door opened, out walked Colley Cibber; and that 
Johnson was so violently provoked when he found for 
whom he had been so long excluded, that he went away 
in a passion, and never would return. I remember 
having mentioned this story to George Lord Lyttelton, 
who told me, he was very intimate with Lord Chester¬ 
field; and holding it as a well-known truth, defended 
Lord Chesterfield, by saying, that ‘Cibber, who had been 
introduced familiarly by the back-stairs, had probably 
not been there above ten minutes.’ It may seem strange 
even to entertain a doubt concerning a story so long and 
so widely current, and thus implicitly adopted, if not 
sanctioned, by the authority which I have mentioned; 
but Johnson himself assured me, that there was not 
the least foundation for it. He told me, that there 
never was any particular incident which produced a 
quarrel between Lord Chesterfield and him; but that 
his Lordship’s continued neglect was the reason why 
he resolved to have no connection with him. When 
the Dictwnary was upon the eve of publication. Lord 
Chesterfield, who, it is said, had flattered himself with 
expectations that Johnson would dedicate the work 
to him, attempted, in a courtly manner, to sooth, and 
insinuate himself with the Sage, conscious, as it should 
seem, of the cold indifference with which he had treat¬ 
ed its learned author; and further attempted to concil-; 
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iate him, by writing two papers in The World, in re¬ 
commendation of the work; and it must be confessed, 
that they contain some studied compliments, so finely 
turned, that if there had been no previous offence, it 
is probable that Johnson would have been highly 
delighted. Praise, in general, was pleasing to him; 
but by praise from a man of rank and elegant accom¬ 
plishments, he was peculiarly gratified. 

This courtly device failed of its effect. Johnson, 
who thought that 'all was false and hollow,’ despised 
the honeyed words, and was even indignant that Lord 
Chesterfield should, for a moment, imagine that he 
could be the dupe of such an artifice. His expression to 
me concerning Lord Chesterfield,.upon this occasion, 
was, 'Sir, after making great professions, he had, for 
many years, taken no notice of me; but when my 
Dictionary was coming out, he fell a scribbling in The 
World about it. Upon which, I wrote him a letter 
expressed in civil terms, but such as might shew him 
that I did not mind what he said or wrote, and that 
I had done with him.’ 

This is that celebrated letter of which so much has 
been said, and about which curiosity has been so long 
excited, without being gratified. I for many years 
solicited Johnson to favour me with a copy of it, that 
so excellent a composition might not be lost to poster¬ 
ity. He delayed from time to time to give it me; till 
at last in 1781, when we were on a visit at Mr. Dilly's, 
at Southill in Bedfordshire, he was pleased to dictate 
it to me from memory. He afterwards found among 
his papers a copy of it> which he had dictated to Mr. 
Baretti, with its title and corrections, in his own hand¬ 
writing. This he gave to*Mr. Langton; adding that 
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if it were to come into print, he wished it to be from 
that copy. By Mr. Langton’s kindness, I am enabled 
to enrich my work with a perfect transcript of what the 
world has so eagerly desired to see. 

To THE Right Honourable the Earl oe Chester¬ 
field. 

*My Lord, February 7, 1755. 

T have been lately informed, by the proprietor of 
The World, that two papers, in which my Dictionary 
is recommended to the public, were written by your 
Lordship. To be so distinguished, is an honour, which, 
being very little accustomed to favours from the great, 
I know not well how t 9 receive, or in what terms to 
acknowledge. 

’When, upon some slight encouragement, I first visit¬ 
ed your Lordship, I was overpowered, like the rest of 
mankind, by the enchantment of your address; and 
could not forbear to wish that I might boast myself 
Le vatnqueur du vamqueur de la terre ;—that I might 
obtain that regard for which I saw the world contend¬ 
ing; but I found my attendance so little encouraged, 
that neither pride nor modesty would suffer me to con¬ 
tinue it. When I had once addressed your Lordship 
in publick, I had exhausted all the art of pleasing 
which a retired and uncourtly scholar can possess. I 
had done all that I could; and no man is well pleased 
to have his all neglected, be it ever so little. 

’Seven years, my Lord, have now past, since I wait¬ 
ed in your outward rooms, or was repulsed from your 
d6or; during which time I have been pushing on my 
work through difficulties, of which it is useless to com- 
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plain, and have brought it, at last, to the verge of 
publication, without one act of assistance, one word 
of encouragement, or one smile of favour. Such 
treatment 1 did not expect, for I never had a Patron 
before. 

The shepherd in Virgil grew at last acquainted with 
Love, and found him a native of the rocks. 

'Is not a Patron, my Lord, one who looks with un¬ 
concern on a man struggling for life in the water, and, 
when he has reached ground, encumbers him with 
help } The notice which you have been pleased to take 
of my labours, had it been early, had been kind; but 
it has been delayed till 1 am indifferent, and cannot 
enjoy it; till I am solitary, and cannot impart it; till T 
am known, and do not want it. I hope it is no very 
cynical asperity not to confess obligations where no 
benefit has been received, or to be unwilling that the 
Publick should consider me as owing that to a Patron 
which Providence has enabled me to do for myself. 

'Having carried on my work thus far with so little 
obligation to any favourer of learning, I shall not be 
disappointed though I should conclude it, if less be 
possible, with less; for I have been long wakened from 
that dream of hope, in which I once boasted myself 
with so much exultation, my Lord, your Lordship's 
most humble, most obedient servant, 

'Sam. Johnson.' 

i|^ Hn Hfi 

« « « « « 

« 

The Dictionary, with a Grammar and History of the 
English Language, being gow at length published, in 
two. volumes folio, the world contemplated with 
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wonder so stupendous a work achieved by one man, 
while other countries had thought such undertakings 
fit only for whole academies. Vast as his powers were, 

I cannot but think that his imagination deceived him, 
when he supposed that by constant application he 
might have performed the task in three years. Let 
the Preface be attentively perused, in which is given, 
in a clear, strong, and glowing style, a comprehensive, 
yet particular view of what he had done; and it will 
be evident, that the time he employed upon it was 
comparatively short. I am unwilling to swell my book 
with long quotations from what is in every body's 
hands, and I believe there are few prose compositions 
in the English language that are read with more 
delight, or are more impressed upon the memory, than 
that preliminary discourse. One of its excellencies 
has always struck me with peculiar admiration: I mean 
the perspicuity with which he has expressed abstract 
• scientifick notions. As an instance of this, I shall 
quote the following sentence: ’When the radical idea 
branches out into parallel ramifications, how can a 
consecutive series be formed of senses in their own 
nature collateral.^’ We have here an example of what 
has been often said, and I believe with justice, that 
there is for every thought a certain nice adaptation of 
words which none other could equal, and which, when 
a man has been*so fortunate as to hit, he has attained, 
in that particular case, the perfection of language. 

The extensive reading which was absolutely neces- • 
sary for the accumulation of authorities, and which* 
^lone may account for Johnson’s retentive mind being 
enriched with a very Ijyrge and various store of 
knowledge and imagery, must have occupied 
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several years. The Preface furnishes an eminent in¬ 
stance of a double talent, of which Johnson was fully 
conscious. Sir Joshua Reynolds heard him say, 'There 
are two things which I am confident I can do very well: 
one is an introduction to any literary work, stating 
what it is to contain, and how it should be exeaited in 
the most perfect manner; the other is a conclusion, 
shewing from various causes why the execution has 
not been equal to what the author promised to himself 
and to the publick.’ 

How should puny scribblers be abashed and 
disappointed, when they find him displaying a perfect 
theory of lexicographical excellence, yet at the same 
time candidly and modestly allowing that he 'had not 
satisfied his own expectations.’ Here was a fair occa¬ 
sion for the exercise of Johnson’s modesty, when he 
was called upon to compare his own arduous perform¬ 
ance, not with those of other individuals, (in which 
case his inflexible regard to truth would have been 
violated, had he affected diffidence,) but with specula¬ 
tive perfection; as he, who can outstrip all his competi¬ 
tors in the race, may yet be sensible of his deficiency 
when he runs against time. Well might he say, that 
'the English Dictionary was written with little assis¬ 
tance of the learned,’ for he told me, that the only aid 
which he received was a paper containing twenty 
etymologies, sent to him by a person then unknown, 
who he was afterwards informed was Dr. Pearce,. 
Bishop of Rochester. The etymologies, though they 
• exhibit learning and judgement, are not, I think, entitl¬ 
ed to the first praise amongst the various parts of this*^ 
immense work. The definitions have always appeared 
to me such astonishing proofs of acuteness of intellect 



76 


SELECT ENGLISH PROSE 


and precision of language, as indicate a genius of the" 
highest rank. This it is which marks the superior excel¬ 
lence of Johnson’s Dictionary over others equally or 
even more voluminous, and must have made it a work 
of much greater mental labour than mere Lexicons, or 
Word-books, as the Dutch call them. They, who will 
make the experiment of trying how they can define a 
few words of whatever nature, will soon be satisfied 
of the unquestionable justice of this observation, which 
I can assure my readers is founded upon much study, 
and upon communication with more minds than my 
own. 

A few of his definitions must be admitted to be 
erroneous. Thus, Windward and Leeward, though 
directly of opposite meaning, are defined identically 
the same way; as to which inconsiderable specks it is 
enough to observe, that his Preface announces that he 
was aware there might be many such in so immense a 
work; nor was he at all disconcerted when an instance 
was pointed out to him. A lady once asked him how 
he came to define Pastern the knee of a horse: instead 
of making an elaborate defence, as she expected, he at 
once answered, ’Ignorance, Madam, pure ignorance.' 
His definition of Network has been often quoted with 
sportive malignity, as obscuring a thing in itself very 
plain. But to these frivolous censures no other an¬ 
swer is necessary than that with which we are furnish¬ 
ed by his own Preface: 

‘To explain, requires the use of terms less abstruse 
tljan that which is to be explained, and such terms can¬ 
not always be found. Formas nothing cati be proved 
but by supposing something intuitively known, and 
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evident without proof, so nothing can be defined but 
by the use of words too plain to admit of definition. 
Sometimes easier words are changed into harder;,as, 
burial, into sepulture or interment; dry, into desiccative; 
dryness, into siccity or aridity; fit, into paroxism; for 
the easiest word, whatever it be, can never be translated 
into one more easy.’ 

His introducing his own opinions, and even preju¬ 
dices, under general definitions of words, while at the 
same time the original meaning of the words is not 
explained, as his Tory, Whig, Pension, Oats, Excise, 
and a few more, cannot be fully defended, and must 
be placed to the account of capricious and humorous 
indulgence. Talking to me upon this subject when 
we were* at Ashbourne in 1777, he mentioned a still 
stronger instance of the predominance of his private 
feelings in the composition of this work, than any now 
to be found in it. 'You know. Sir, Lord Gower for¬ 
sook the old Jacobite interest. When I came to the 
word Renegado, after telling that it meant ’’one who 
deserts to the enemy, a revolter,” I added. Sometimes 
we say a Gower. Thus it went to the press; but the 
printer had more wit than I, and struck it out.’ 

Let it, however, be remembered, that this indulgence 
does not display itself only in sarcasm towards others, 
but sometimes in playful allusion to the notions com¬ 
monly entertained of his own laborious task. Thus: 
^Grub-street, the name of a street in London, much in¬ 
habited by writers of small histories, dictionaries, and 
temporary poems; whence any mean production is 
ed Grub-streetJ — ^Lexiccg/sapher, a writer of dictiona¬ 
ries, a harmless drudge.* 
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At the time when he was concluding his very elo¬ 
quent Preface, Johnson’s mind appears to have been 
in such a state of depression, that we cannot contem¬ 
plate without wonder the vigorous and splendid 
thoughts which so highly distinguish that performance. 
T (says he) may surely be contented without the praise 
of perfection, which if I could obtain in this gloom of 
solitude, what would it avail me.^ I have protracted 
my work till most of those, whom I wished to please, 
have sunk into the grave; and success and miscarriage 
are empty sounds. I therefore dismiss it with frigid tran¬ 
quillity, having little to fear or hope from censure or 
from praise.’ That this indifference was rather a 
temporary than an habitual feeling, appears, I think, 
from his letters to Mr.'Warton; and however he may 
have been affected for the moment, certain it is that 
the honours which his great work procured him, both 
at home and abroad, were very grateful to him. His 
friend the Earl of Corke and Orrery, being at Florence, 
presented it to the Academta della Crusca. That 
Academy sent Johnson their Vocabulario, and the 
French Academy sent him their Dictionaire, which 
Mr. Langton had the pleasure to convey to him. 

It must undoubtedly seem strange, that the conclu¬ 
sion of his Preface should be expressed in terms so 
desponding, when it is'considered that the author was 
then only in his forty-sixth year. But we must ascribe 
its gloom to that miserable dejection of spirits to which 
he was constitutionally subject, and which was aggra¬ 
vated by the death of his wife two years before. I have 
he^rd it ingeniously observed by a lady of rank and 
elegance, that 'his melancholy was then at its meridian/ 
It pleased God to grant him t^lmost thirty years of 
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life after this time; and once, when he was in a placid 
frame of mind, he was obliged to own to me that he 
had enjoyed happier days, and had niany more friends, 
since that gloomy hour than before. 

JOHNSON AND EDWARDS 

And now I am to give a pretty full account of one of 
the most curious incidents in Johnson’s life, of which he 
himself has made the following minute on this day: 
'In my return from church, I was accosted by Edwards, 
an old fellow-collegian, who had not seen me since 
1729 . He knew me, and asked if I remembered one 
Edwards; I did not at first recollect the name, but 
gradually as we walked along, recovered it, and told 
him a conversation that had passed at an alehouse be¬ 
tween us. My purpose is to continue our acquaint¬ 
ance.’ 

It was in Butcher-row that this meeting happened. 
Mr. Edwards, who was a decent-looking elderly man 
in grey clothes, and a wig of many curls, accosted John¬ 
son with familiar confidence, knowing who he was, 
while Johnson returned his salutation with.a courteous 
formality, as to a stranger. But as soon as Edwards 
had brought to his recollection their having been at 
Pembroke College together nine-and-fprty. years ago, 
he seemed much pleased, asked where he liyed, and 
said he should be glad to see him in Bolt-cgurt. 
Edwards. 'Ah, Sir! we are old men now.’ John¬ 
son. (who never liked to think of being old,) 'Don't 
let us discourage one another.* Edwards. ‘Why, 
Doctor, you look stout and hearty, I am happy to see 
y6u so; for the news-papejSs told us you were very ill,' 
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Johnson. ’Ay, Sir, they are always telling lies of us 
old fellows/ 

Wishing to be present at more of so singular a 
conversation as that between two fellow-collegians, 
who had lived forty years in London without ever 
having chanced to meet, I whispered to Mr. Edwards 
that Dr. Johnson was going home, and that he had 
better accompany him now. So Edwards walked along 
with us, I eagerly assisting to keep up the conversation. 
Mr. Edwards informed Dr. Johnson that he had prac¬ 
tised long as a solicitor in Chancery, but that he now 
lived in the country upon a little farm, about sixty 
acres, just by Stevenage in Hertfordshire, and that he 
came to London (to Barnard’s Inn, No. 6), generally 
twice a week. Johnson appearing to me in a reverie, 
Mr. Edwards addressed himself to me, and expatiated 
on the pleasure of living in the country. itoswELL 
’I have no notion of this, Sir. What you have to enter¬ 
tain you, is, I think, exhausted in half an hour.’ 
Edwards. ‘What ? don’t you love to have hope realiz¬ 
ed } I see my grass, and my corn, and my trees grow¬ 
ing. Now, for instance, I am curious to see if this frost 
has not nipped my fruit-trees.’ Johnson, (who we 
did not imagine was attending,) 'You find. Sir, you 
have fears as well as hopes.’—So well did he see the 
whole, when another saw but the half of a subject. 

When we got to Dr. Johnson’s house, and were 
seated in his library, the dialogue went on admirably. 
Edwards. ‘Sir, I remember you would not let us say 
prodigious at College. For even then, Sir, (turning 
to me,) he was delicate in language, and we all feared 
him.’ Johnson, (to Edwards,) 'From your having 
practised the law long. Sir, I presume you must be rich.’ 
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Edwards. 'No, Sir; I got a good deal of money; but 
I had a number of poor relations to whom I gave a 
great part of it.’ Johnson. 'Sir, you have been rich 
in the most valuable sense of the word.’ Edwards. 
'But I shall not die rich,’ Johnson. 'Nay, sure, Sir, 
it is better to live rich than to die rich.’ Edwards. 
'I wish I had continued at College.’ Johnson. 'Why 
do you wish that, Sir.^’ Edwards. 'Because I think 
I should have had a much easier life than mine has 
been. I should have been a parson, and had a good 
living, like Bloxam and several others, and lived com¬ 
fortably.’ Johnson. 'Sir, the life of a parson, of a 
conscientious clergyman is not easy. I have always 
considered a clergyman as the father of a larger family 
than he is able to maintain. I would rather have 
Chancery suits upon my hands than the cure of souls. 
No, Sir,' I do not envy a clergyman’s life as an 
easy life, nor do 1 envy the clergyman who makes 
it an easy life.’ Here taking himself up all of a 
sudden, he exclaimed, 'O! Mr. Edwards! I’ll convince 
you that I recollect you. Do you remember our drink- 
ing together at an alehouse near Pembroke gate.^ At 
that time, you told me of the Eton boy, who, when ver¬ 
ses on our Saviour^s turning water into wine were 
prescribed as an exercise, brought up a single line, 
which was highly admired,— 

et erubuit lympha pudica Deum/' 

and I told you of another fine line in Camden’s /te- 
mains, an eulogy upon one of our Kings, who waCS 
succeeded by his son, a prince of equal merit:— 

"Mira cano , Sol occuhuit , nox nulla secuta est ” * 

Edwards. 'You are a philosopher. Dr.* Johnson. 1 
have tried too in my time to be'a philosopher; but, I 
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don’t know how, cheerfulness was always breaking in.’ 
—Mr. Burke, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. Courtenay, Mr. 
Malone, and, indeed, all the eminent men to whom I 
have mentioned this, have thought it an exquisite trait 
of character. The truth is, that philosophy, like relig¬ 
ion, is too generally supposed to be hard and severe, 
at least so grave as to exclude all gaiety. 

Edwards. 'I have been twice married. Doctor. You, 

I suppose, have never known what it was to have a 
wife.’ Johnson. ‘Sir, I have known what it was to 
have a wife, and (in a solemn, tender, faltering tone) 

I have known what it was to lose a wife ,—It had 
almost broke my heart.’ 

Edwards. ‘How do you live, Sir.^ For my part, I 
must have my regular'meals, and a glass of good wine. 

I find I require it.’ Johnson. T now drink no wine, 
Sir. Early in life I drank wine: for many years I drank 
none. I then for some years drank a great deal.’ Ed¬ 
wards. 'Some hogs-heads, I warrant you.’ Johnson. 
T then had a severe illness, and left it off, and I have 
never begun it again. I never felt any difference upon 
myself from eating one thing rather than another, nor 
from one kind of weather rather than another. There 
are people, I believe, who feel a difference; but I am 
not one of them. And as to regular meals, I have 
fasted from the-Sunday’s dinner to the Tuesday’s din¬ 
ner, without any inconvenience. I believe it is best to 
eat just as one is hungry: but a man who is in business, 
or a man who has a family, must have stated meals. 

I am a straggler. I may leave this town and go to 
Grand Cairo, without being missed here or observe d 
t here .’ Edwards! ’Don’t you eat^pper, Sir.?’ John-^: 
SON. ‘No, Sir.’ EdwariSs. ‘For my part, now, I; 
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consider 'supper' as a turnpike through which one 
must pass, in order to get to bed.’ 

Johnson. 'You are a lawyer, Mr. Edwards. Law¬ 
yers know life practically. A bookish man should 
always have them to converse with. They have what 
he wants.’ Edwards. 'I am grown old: I am sixty- 
five.’ Johnson. 'I shall be sixty-eight next birth¬ 
day. Come, Sir, drink water, and put in for a 
hundred.’ 

Mr. Edwards mentioned a gentleman who had left 
his whole fortune to Pembroke College. Johnson. 
'Whether to leave one’s whole fortune to a College be 
right, must depend upon circumstances. I would 
leave the interest of the fortune I bequeathed to a 
College to my relations or my friends, for their lives. 
It is the same thing to a College, which is a permanent 
society, whether it gets the money now or twenty years 
hence; and I would wish to make my relations or 
friends feel the benefit of it.’ 

This interview confirmed my opinion of Johnson’s 
most humane and benevolent heart. His cordial and 
placid behaviour to an old fellow-collegian, a man so 
different from himself; and his telling him that he 
would go down to his farm and visit him, showed a 
kindness of disposition very rare at an advanced age. 
He observed, 'how wonderful it was that they had. 
both been in London forty years, without having e^er* 
once met, and both walkers in the street too!' Mr. 
Edwards, when going away, again recurred to his con¬ 
sciousness of senility, and looking full in Johnson's, 
face, said to him,'You’ll find^n Dr. Young, * 

'X> my coevals! remi^ants of youmlyes!" * * i 
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Johnson did not relish this at all; but shook his head 
with impatience. Edwards walked off, seemingly 
highly pleased with the honour of having been thus 
noticed by Dr. Johnson. When he was gone, I said 
to Johnson, I thought him but a weak man. John¬ 
son. 'Why, yes, Sir. Here is a man who has passed 
through life without experience: yet I would rather 
have him with me than a more sensible man who will 
not talk readily. This man is always willing to say 
what he has to say.’ Yet Dr. Johnson had himself 
by no means that willingness which he praised so 
much, and I think so justly; for who has not felt the 
painful effect of the dreary void, when there is a total 
silence in a company, for any length of time; or, which 
is as bad, or perhaps worse, when the conversation is 
with difficulty kept up by a perpetual effort ? 

JOHNSON AND WILKES 

I AM now to record a very curious incident in Dr. 
Johnson's Life, which fell under my own observation; 
of which pats magna fui, and which 1 am persuaded 
will, with the liberal-minded, be much to his credit. 

My desire of being acquainted with celebrated men 
of every description, had made me, much about the 
same time, obtain an introduction to Dr. Samuel John¬ 
son and to John Wilkes, Esq. Two men more differ¬ 
ent could perhaps not be selected out of all mankind. 
They had even attacked one another with some asper- 
,ity in their writings; yet I lived in habits of friendship 
with both. I could fullyt.relish the excellence of each; 
for I have ever delighted in that intellectual chemistry,; 
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which can separate good qualities from evil in the 
same person. 

Sir John Pringle, mine own friend and my father's 
friend,’ between whom and Dr. Johnson I in vain wish¬ 
ed to establish an acquaintance, as I respected and lived 
in intimacy with both of them, observed to me once, 
very ingeniously, 'It is not in friendship as in mathe- 
maticks, where two things, each equal to a third, are 
equal between themselves. You agree with Johnson 
as a middle quality, and you agree with me as a middle 
quality; but Johnson and 1 should not agree.' Sir 
John was not sufficiently flexible; so I desisted; know¬ 
ing, indeed, that the repulsion was equally strong on 
the part of Johnson; who, I know not from what cause, 
unless his being a Scotchman, had farmed a very 
erroneous opinion of Sir John. But I conceived an 
irresistible wish, if possible, to bring Dr. Johnson and 
Mr. Wilkes together. How to manage it, was a nice 
and difficult matter. 

My worthy booksellers and friends. Messieurs Dilly 
in the Poultry, at whose hospitable and well-covered 
table I have seen a greater number of literary men, 
than at any other, except that of Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
had invited me to meet Mr. Wilkes and some more 
gentlemen on Wednesday, May 15. 'Pray (said I,) 
let us have Dr. Johnson.'—'What with Mr. Wilkes? 
not for the world, (said Mr. Edward Dilly:) Dr. 
Johnson would never forgive me.'—'Come, (said I,) 
if you'll let me negotiate for you, I will be answerable 
that all shall go well.' Dilly. 'Nay, if you wilj 
take it upon you, I am sur^ I shall be very happy to 
see them both here/ 



86 


SELECT ENGLISH PROSE 


Notwithstanding the high veneration which I enter¬ 
tained for Dr. Johnson, I was sensible that he was 
sometimes a little actuated by the spirit of contradic¬ 
tion, and by means of that I hoped I should gain my 
point. I was persuaded that if I had come upon him 
with a direct proposal, ‘Sir, will you dine in company 
with Jack Wilkes T he would have flown into a passion, 
apd would probably have answered, 'Dine with Jack 
Wilkes, Sir! I’d as soon dine with Jack Ketch.’ • I there-, 
fore, while we were sitting quietly by ourselves at his 
house in an evening, took occasion to open my plan 
thus;—'Mr. Dilly, Sir, sends his respectful compli¬ 
ments to you, and would be happy if you would do him 
the honour to dine with him on Wednesday next along 
with me, as 1 must soon go to Scotland.’ Johnson. 
'Sir, I am obliged to Mr. Dilly. I will wait upon 
him—' Boswell. 'Provided, Sir, I suppose, that the 
company which he is to have, is agreeable to you.’ 
Johnson. 'What do you mean, Sir.^ What do you 
take me for? Do you think I am so ignorant of the 
world, as to imagine that I am to prescribe to a gentle¬ 
man what company he is to have at his table?’ Bos¬ 
well. 'I beg your pardon. Sir, for wishing to prevent 
you from meeting people whom you might not like. 
Perhaps he may have some of what he calls his patri- 
otick friends with him.’ Johnson. 'Well, Sir, and 
what then? What care I for his patriotick friends? 
Pohl’ Boswell. 'I should not be surprized to find 
Jack Wilkes there.’ Johnson. 'And if Jack Wilkes 
should be there, what is that to mey Sir? My dear 
/riend, let us have no more of this. I am sorry to be 
angjy with you; but really it is treating me strangely 
to talk to me as if I could not meet any company what*; 
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ever, occasionally.’ Boswell. ‘Pray forgive me, Sir: 
I meant well. But you shall meet whoever comes, for 
me.’ Thus I secured him, and told Dilly that he 
would find him very well pleased to be one of his 
guests on the day appointed. 

Upon the much-expected Wednesday, I called on 
him about half an hour before dinner, as I often did 
when we were to dine out together, to see that he was 
ready in time, and to accompany him. I found him 
buffeting his books, as upon a former occasion, cover¬ 
ed with dust, and making no preparation for going 
abroad. ‘How is this, Sir.^ (said I.) Don’t you rec¬ 
ollect that you are to dine at Mr. Dilly’s Johnson. 
‘Sir, I did not think of going to Dilly’s: it went out of 
my head. I have ordered dinner at home with Mrs. 
Williams.’ Boswell. ‘But, my dear. Sir, you know 
yOu were engaged to Mr. Dilly, and I told him so. He 
will expect you, and will be much disappointed if you 
don’t come.’ Johnson. ‘You must talk to Mrs. 
Williams about this.’ 

Here was a sad dilemma. I feared that what I was 
so confident I had secured would yet be frustrated. He 
had accustomed himself to shew Mrs. Williams such 
a degree of humane attention, as frequently imposed 
some restraint upon him; and I knew that if she should, 
be obstinate, he would not stir. I hastened down stairs 
to the blind lady’s room, and told her I was in great 
uneasiness, for Dr. Johnson had engaged to me to dine 
this day at Mr. Dilly’s, but that he had told me he had 
forgotten his engagement, and had ordered dinner 
at home. ‘Yes, Sir, (said she, pretty peevishly,) Dr. 
JohnsoQ is to dine at home.’—‘Madam, (sTaid I,)»h^ 
respect for you is such, that 1 know he will not lea^ 
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you unless you absolutely desire it. But as you have 
so much of his company, I hope you will be good 
enough to forego it for a day; as Mr. Dilly is a very 
worthy man, has frequently had agreeable parties at 
his house for Dr. Johnson, and will be vexed if the 
Doctor neglects him to-day. And then, Madam, be 
pleased to consider my situation; I carried the message, 
and I assured Mr. Dilly that Dr. Johnson was to come, 
and no doubt he has made a dinner, and invited a 
company, and boasted of the honour he expected to 
have. I shall be quite disgraced if the Doctor is not 
there.’ She gradually softened to my solicitations, 
which were certainly as earnest as most entreaties to 
ladies upon any occasion, and was graciously pleased 
to empower me to i:ell Dr. Johnson, ‘That all things 
considered, she thought he should certainly go.’ I 
flew back to him, still in dust, and careless of what 
should be the event, ‘indifferent in his choice to go or 
stay;’ but as soon as I had announced to him Mrs. 
Williams’ consent, he roared, ‘Frank, a clean shirt,’ and 
was very soon drest. When I had him fairly seated in 
a hackney-coach with me, I exulted as much as a fort¬ 
une-hunter who has got an heiress into a post-chaise 
with him to set out for Gretna-Green. 

When we entered Mr. Dilly’s drawing room, he 
found himself in the midst of a company he did not 
know. I kept myself snug and silent, watching how 
he would conduct himself. I observed him whisper¬ 
ing to Mr. Dilly, ‘Who is that gentleman, Sir.^’—'Mr. 
Arthur Lee.’— ^Johnson. 'Too, too, too,’ (under his 
breath,) which was one of his habitual mutterings. 
^Mr. Arthur Lee could not but be very obnoxious to 
Johnson, for he was not only a patriot but an American. 



JAMES BOSWELL 


89 


He was afterwards minister from the United States at 
the court of Madrid. ‘And who is the gentleman in 
lace.^—'Mr. Wilkes, Sir.’ This information confounded 
him still more; he had some difficulty to restrain him¬ 
self, and taking up a book, sat down upon a window- 
seat and read, or at least kept his eyes upon it intently 
for some time, till he composed himself. His feel¬ 
ings, I dare say, were awkward enough. But he no 
doubt recollected his having rated me for supposing 
that he could be at all disconcerted by any company 
and he, therefore, resolutely set himself to behave 
quite as an easy man of the world, who could adapt 
himself at once to the disposition and manners of 
those whom he might chance to meet. 

The cheering sound of ‘Dinner is upon the table,’ 
dissolved his reverie, and we all sat down without any 
symptom of ill humour. There were present, beside 
Mr. Wilkes, and Mr. Arthur Lee, who was an old 
companion of mine when he studied physick at Edin¬ 
burgh, Mr. (now Sir John) Miller, Dr. Lettsom, and 
Mr. Slater the druggist. Mr. Wilkes placed himself 
next to Dr, Johnson, and behaved' to him with so much 
attention and politeness, that he gained upon him in* 
sensibly. No man ate more heartily than Johnson, or 
loved better what was nice and delicate. Mr. Wilkes 
was very assiduous in helping him to some fine veal. 
‘Pray give me leave. Sir:—It is better here—A little of 
the brown—Some fat, Sir—A little of the stuffing— 
Some gravy—Let me have the pleasure of giving you 
some butter—Allow me to recommend a squeeze of this 
orange;—or the lemon, perhaps, may have more zest.* 
-T^‘Sir, Sir, I am obliged to you, Sir,’ cried Johnson, 
bowing, and turning his hea^ to him with a look for 
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some time of ’surly virtue/ but, in a short while, of 
complacenq^. 

Foote being mentioned, Johnson said, ‘He is not a 
good mimick.' One of the company added. ‘A merry 
Andrew, a buffoon.’ Johnson. ‘But he has wit too, 
and is not deficient in ideas, or in fertility and variety 
of imagery, and not empty of reading; he has know¬ 
ledge enough to fill up his part. One species of wit 
he has in an eminent degree, that of escape. You 
drive him into a corner with both hands; but he’s gone. 
Sir, when you think you have got him—like an animal 
that jumps over your head. Then he has a great 
range for wit; he never lets truth stand between 
him and a jest, and he is sometimes mighty coarse. 
Garrick is under many restraints from which Foote is 
free.’ Wilkes. 'Garrick’s wit is more like Lord 
Chesterfield’s.’ Johnson. 'The first time I was in 
company with Foote was at Fitzherbert’s. Having no 
good opinion of the fellow, I was resolved not to be 
pleased; and it is very difficult to please a man against 
his will. I went on eating my dinner pretty sullenly, 
affecting not to mind him. But the dog was so very 
comical, that I was obliged to lay down my knife and 
fork, throw myself back upon my chair, and fairly 
laugh it out. No, Sir, he was irresistible. He upon 
one occasion experienced, in an extraordinary degree, 
the efficacy of his powers of entertaining. Amongst 
the many and various modes which he tried of getting 
money, he became a partner with a small-beer brewer, 
and he was to have a share of the profits for procuring 
customers amongst his numerous acquaintance. 
Fitzherbert was one who took his small-beer; but 
was so bad that the servants resolved not to drink ib; 
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They were at some Joss how to notify their resolution, 
being afraid of offending their master, who they knew 
liked Foote much as a companion. At last they fixed 
upon a little black boy, who was rather a favourite, to 
be their deputy, and deliver their remonstrance; and 
having invested him with the whole authority of the 
kitchen, he was to inform Mr. Fitzherbert, in all their 
names, upon a certain day, that they would drink 
Foote’s small-beer no longer. On that day Foote 
happened to dine at Fitzherbert’s, and this boy served 
at table; he was so delighted with Foote’s stories, and 
merriment, and grimace, that when he went down 
stairs, he told them, “This is the finest man I have ever 
seen. I will not deliver your message. I will drink 
his small-beer.’’ ’ 

Somebody observed that Garrick could not have 
done this. Wilkes. ’Garrick would Tiave made the 
small-beer still smaller. He is now leaving the stage; 
but he will play Scrub all his life.’ I knew that John¬ 
son would let nobody attack Garrick but himself,* as 
Garrick once said to me, and I had heard him praise 
his liberality; so to bring out his commendation of his 
celebrated pupil, I said, loudly, ’I have heard Garrick is 
liberal.’ Johnson.' Yes, Sir, I know that Garrick has 
given away more money than any man in England that 
I am acquainted with, and that not from ostentatious 
views. Garrick was-very poor when he began life; 
so when he came to have money, he probably was very 
unskilful in giving away, and saved when he should 
not. But Garrick began to be liberal as soon as he 
could; and I am of opinion, the reputation of avarice 
which he has had, has been very lucky for, him, and;^ 
prevented his having many tenemies. You' despise 4 
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man for avarice, but do not hate him. Garrick might 
have been much better attacked for living with more 
splendour than is suitable to a player: if they had had 
the wit to have assaulted him in that quarter, they 
might have galled him more. But they have kept 
clamouring about his avarice, which has rescued him 
from much obloquy and envy.’ 

Talking of the great difficulty of obtaining authen- 
tick information for biography, Johnson told us, 
'When I was a young fellow I wanted to write the 
L/fe of Dryden, and in order to get materials, I ap¬ 
plied to the only two persons then alive who had seen 
him; these were old Swinney, and old Cibber. 
Swinney’s information was no more than this, "That 
at Will’s coffee-house Dryden had a particular chair 
for himself, which was set by the fire in winter, and 
was then called his winter-chair; and that it was carried 
out for him to the balcony in summer, and was then 
called his summer-chair." Cibber could tell no more 
but "That he remembered him a decent old man, 
arbiter of critical disputes at Will’s." You are to con¬ 
sider that Cibber was then at a great distance from 
Dryden, had perhaps one leg only in the room, and 
durst not draw in the other.’ Boswell. 'Yet Cibber 
was a man of observation.^’ Johnson. T think not.’ 
Boswell. 'You will allow his Apology to be well 
done.’ Johnson. 'Very well done, to be sure. Sir. 
That book is a striking proof of the justice of Pope’s 
remark: 

"Each might his several province well command, 

Would all but stoop to what they understand." ' 

t Boswell, 'And his plays are good.’ Johnson* 
'Yes; but that was his trade; resprit du corpse he had 
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been all his life among players and play-writers. I 
wondered that he had so little to say in conversation, 
for he had kept the best company, and learnt all that 
can be got by the ear. He abused Pindar to me, arid 
then shewed me an Ode of his own, with an absurd 
couplet, making a linnet soar on an eagle’s wing. I 
told him that when the ancients made a simile, they * 
always made it like something real.’ 

Mr. Wilkes remarked, that ‘among all the bold 
flights of Shakespeare’s imagination, the boldest was 
making Birnamwood march to Dunsinane; creating a 
wood where there never was a shrub; a wood in Scot¬ 
land! ha! ha! ha!’ And he also observed, that ‘the 
clannish slavery of the Highlands of Scotland was the 
single exception to Milton's remark of “The Mountain 
Nymph, sweet Liberty,” being worshipped in all hilly 
countries.'—‘When I was at Inverary (said he,) on 
a visit to my old friend, Archibald, Duke of Argyle, 
his dependents congratulated me on being such a 
favourite of his Grace, I said, “It is then, gentlemen, 
truly lucky for me; for if I had displeased the Duke, 
and he had wished it, there is not a Campbell among 
you but would have been ready to bring John Wilkes’s 
head to him in a charger. It would have been only 

"Off with his head! So much for Aylesbury." 

I was then member for Aylesbury.’ 

Wilkes. ‘We have no City-Poet now: that is an 
office which has gone into disuse. The last '^as 
Elkanah Settle. There is something in names which 
one cannot help feeling. Now Elkanah Settle sounds so 
queerj who can expect much from that name.^ We* 
should have no hesitation tot give it for John Dryden, 
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in preference to Elkanah Settle, from the names only, 
without knowing their different merits/ Johnson. 
T suppose, Sir, Settle did as well for Aldermen in his 
time, as John Home could do now. Where did Beck- 
ford and Trecothick learn English?’ 

Mr. Arthur Lee mentioned some Scotch who had 
taken possession of a barren part of America, and 
wondered why they should choose it. Johnson. 
‘Why, Sir, all barrenness is comparative. The Scotch 
would not know it to be barren.’ Boswell. 'Come, 
come, he is flattering the English. You have now been 
in Scotland, Sir, and say if you did not see meat and 
drink enough there.’ Johnson. ‘Why, yes, Sir; meat 
and drink enough to give the inhabitants sufficient 
strength to run away from home.’ All these quick and 
lively sallies were said sportively, quite in jest, and with 
a smile, which showed that he meant only wit. Upon 
this topick he and Mr. Wilkes could perfectly assimi¬ 
late; here was a bond of union between them, and I 
was conscious that as both of them had visited Cale¬ 
donia, both were fully satisfied of the strange narrow 
ignorance of those who imagine that it is a land of 
famine. But they amused themselves with persever¬ 
ing in the old jokes. When I claimed a superiority for 
Scotland over England in one respect, that no man can 
be arrested there for a debt merely because another 
swears it against him; but there must first be the judge¬ 
ment of a court of law ascertaining its justice; and that 
a seizure of the person, before judgement is obtained, 
can take place only, if his creditor should swear that be 
is about to fly from the country, or, as it is technically 
•expressed, is in meditatione fugae: Wilkes. That, 
I should think, may be safely sworn of all the Scojtcfe 
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nation/ Johnson, (to Mr. Wilkes,) ‘You must 
know, Sir, I lately took my friend Boswell and shewed 
him genuine civilised life in an English provincial 
town. I turned him loose at Lichfield, my native city, 
that he might see for once real civility: for you know 
he lives among savages in Scotland, and among rakes 
in London.’ Wilkes. 'Except when he is with grave, 
sober, decent people like you and me.’ Johnson. 
(smiling,) 'And we ashamed of him.' 

They were quite frank and easy. Johnson told the 
story of his asking Mrs. Macaulay to allow her foot¬ 
man to sit down with them, to prove the ridiculousness 
of the argument for the equality of mankind; and he 
said to me afterwards, with a nod of satisfaction, 'You 
saw Mr. Wilkes acquiesced.’ Wilkes talked with all 
imaginable freedom of the ludicrous title given to the 
Attorney-General, D'taholus Regis; adding, 'I have 
reason to know something about that officer; for I 
was prosecuted for a libel.’ Johnson, who many 
people would have supposed must have been furiously 
angry at hearing this talked of so lightly, said not a 
word. He was now, indeed,' 'a good-humoured 
fellow.’ 

After dinner we had an accession of Mrs. Knowles, 
the Quaker lady, well known for her various talents, 
and of Mr. Alderman Lee, Amidst some patriotick 
think the Alderman) said, ‘Poor 
Johnson. 'Sir, it is not ^ 
England is lost, as that 
the ^bS fe found it? Wilkes. 'Had Lord Bute 
governed Scotland only, I should not have taken the^ 
trduble to write his eulogy, |nd dedicate Mortmet to 

.:v. 
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Mr. Wilkes held a candle to shew a fine print of a 
beautiful female figure which hung in the room, and 
pointed out the elegant contour of the bosom with the 
finger of an arch connoisseur. He afterwards, in a 
conversation with me, waggishly insisted, that all the 
time Johnson shewed visible signs of a fervent admira¬ 
tion of the corresponding charms of the fair Quaker. 

This record, though by no means so perfect as I 
could wish, will serve to give a notion of a very curious 
interview, which was not only pleasing at the time, but 
had the agreeable and benignant effect of reconciling 
any animosity, and sweetening any acidity, which in 
the various bustle of political contest, had been produc¬ 
ed in the minds of two men, who though widely differ¬ 
ent, had so many things in common—classical learning, 
modern literature, wit, and humour, and ready repartee* 
—that it would have been much to be regretted if 
they had been for ever at a distance from each other. 

Mr. Burke gave me much credit for this successful 
negotiation; and pleasantly said, that there was no¬ 
thing to equal it in the whole history of the Corps 
Diplomatique/ 

I attended Dr. Johnson home, and had the satisfac¬ 
tion to hear him tell Mrs. Williams how much he had 
been pleased with Mr. Wilkes’s company, and what an 
agreeable day he had passec^^ 



CHARLES LAMB 

(1775—1834) 

Charles Lamb was born on February 10, 1775 in London, where 
his father was clerk and confidential servant to Samuel Salt, a wealthy 
bencher of the Inner Temple. With the recommendation of his 
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father’s * employer, Lamb was admitted as a charity boy in Christ’s 
Hospital, where he was educated for nearly seven years. At schocA 
he was shy and reserved, and had to endure a great many hardships 
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from masters, monitors, and senior boys. He has given a very 
pathetic and humorous account of his schooldays in the essay entitled, 
Christ’s Hospital Five and Thirty Years Ago. It was at this 
school that he met the "inspired charity boy," Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge, with whom he lived in intimate friendship throughout 
life. Lamb left this school in his sixteenth year. 

Lamb had an elder brother, John, and an elder sister, Mary, 
whose life was intimately associated with his whole career. John 
Lamb, a very good but eccentric person, had cut himself off from 
the family and lived by himself. Lamb has left a brilliant sketch 
of him in his essay on My Relations. Charles obtained employ¬ 
ment at the South Sea House as a clerk, and a few months later he 
secured a permanent appointment in the East India House, where 
he served thirty-six years of his life. The Lambs endured many mis¬ 
fortunes, not the least among them being the occasional fits of in¬ 
sanity from which both Charles and his sister suffered. Disaster fell 
upon them in 1796, when Mary in a violent fit of insanity killed her 
mother with a knife. Ftom that moment Charles Lamb took upon 
himself the sole charge of his sister, sacrificing all other ties and 
ambitions, making her his life-long companion, and never flagging 
in his duty and tenderness towards her. 

The monotony of work at the East India House for thirty-six 
years, the misfortunes and disappointments which he endured did 
not embitter him towards life. Literature, and particularly the older 
English poets and dramatists, were a passion with both brother and 
sister. Lamb wrote a drama after the manner of the Elizabethan 
dramatists entitled John W^oodvil. In collaboration with Mary, he 
transformed the dramas of Shakespeare into excellent prose tales for 
the use of the young. In 1808 he published his famous notes on 
the dramatic poets contemporary with Shakespeare, with specimens of 
their work. 

Lamb’s fame as a man of letters depends chiefly on his Essays of 
Elia which he contributed to the London Magazine from August 
1820. Elia was the name of an Italian clerk in the India House,' 
who died some years before, and Lamb adopted his 'name as 
pseudonym for ids essays. In 1825 he retired from the India House 
on a comfortable pension and hved peacefully till his death, whkli 
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occurred on December 29, 1834. Mary Lamb survived him for 
thirteen years. 

The Essays of Elia are the most perfect type of the essay in 
English Literature. They -^e egotistical, digressive, reflective, at 
times deeply emotional, aiC fceeped in pathos and delicate humour. 
From a study of these alo.-J we could gather materials for a 
biography of Charles Lamb. Though the experiences on which 
many of them were founded were anything but happy, they are narrat¬ 
ed without self-pity and with great charm, kindliness, and imagina¬ 
tion. The quaint, allusive, deliberately archaic style in which they 
are written is obviously inspired and nurtured by Lamb's familiarity 
with his beloved Elizabethans. 


THE OLD AND THE NEW 
SCHOOL MASTER 

My reading has been lamentably desultory and im- 
methodical. Odd, out of the way, old English plays, 
and treatises, have supplied me with most of my 
notions, and ways of feeling. I n every thing that re ¬ 
la tes to science. I am a whole Encyclo p^pdin b^hipj I'h^ 
rest of the world. I should have scarcely cnit a figure 
anfIDng ttie tranklms, or country gentlemen, in king 
John’s days. I know less geography than a school-boy 
of six weeks’ standing. To me a map of old Ortelius 
is as authentic as Arrowsmith. I do not know where¬ 
about Africa merges into Asia; whether Ethiopia lie in 
one or other of those great divisions; nor can form the 
remotest conjecture of the position of New South 
Wales, or Van Diemen’s Land. Yet do I hold a 
correspondence with a very dear friend in the first- 
named of these two Terrae Incognitae. I have no astror* 
nomy. I do not know where to look for the Bear, or 
Charles’s Wain; the place of any star; or the name of 
any of Aem at sight. I guess at Venus only by her 



ICfO 


SELECT ENGLISH PROSE 


brightness—and if the sun on some portentous morn 
were to make his first appearance in the West, I verily 
believe, that, while all the world were gasping in 
apprehension about me, I aloi 7 ntii»hould stand unterri¬ 
fied, from sheer incuriosity ateer want of observation. 
Of history and chronology I possess some vague points, 
such as one cannot help picking up in the course of 
miscellaneous study; but 1 never deliberately sat down 
to a chronicle, even of my own country. I have most 
dim apprehensions of the four great monarchies; and 
sometimes the Assyrian, sometimes the Persian, floats 
as first in my fancy. I make the widest conjectures 
concerning Egypt, and her shepherd kings. My friend 
M., with great painstaking, got me to think 1 under¬ 
stood the first proposition in Euclid, but gave me over 
in despair at the second. I am entirely unacquainted 
with the modern languages; and, like a better man than 
myself, have “small Latin and less Greek.” I am a 
stranger to the shapes and texture of the commonest 
trees, herbs, flowers—not from the circumstance of my 
being town-born—for I should have brought the same 
inobservant spirit into the world with me, had I first 
seen it in “on Devon’s leafy shores,”—and am no less 
at a loss among purely town-objects, tools, engines, 
mechanic processes.—Not that I affect ignorance—but 
my head has not many mansions, nor spacious; and I 
have been obliged to fill it with such cabinet curiosities 
as it can hold without aching. I sometimes wonder, how 
I have passed my probation with so little discredit in 
the world, as I have done, upon so meagre a stock. 
But the fact is, a man may do very well with a very 
little knowledge, and scarce be found out, in mixed 
company; every body is so much more ready to produce 
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his own, than to call for a display of your acquisitions. 
But in a tete-a-tete there is no shuffling. The truth 
will out. There is nothing which I dread so much, as 
the being left alone for a quarter of an hour with a 
sensible, well-informed man, that does not know me. 
I lately got into a dilemma of this sort.— 

In one of my daily jaunts between Bishopsgate and 
Shacklewell, the coach stopped to take up a staid-look¬ 
ing gentleman, about the wrong side of thirty, who was 
giving his parting directions (while the steps were 
adjusting) in a tone of mild authority, to a tall youth, 
who seemed to be neither his clerk, his son, nor his 
servant, but something partaking of all three. The 
youth was dismissed, and we drove on. As we were 
the sole passengers, he naturally enough addressed his 
conversation to me, and we discussed the merits of the 
fare, the civility and punctuality of the driver; the cir¬ 
cumstance of an opposition coach having been lately 
set up, with the probabilities of its success—to all 
which I was enabled to return pretty satisfactory ans¬ 
wers, having been drilled into this kind of etiquette by 
some years’ daily practice of riding to and fro in the 
stage aforesaid—when he suddenly alarmed me by a 
startling question, whether I had seen the show of prize 
cattle that morning in Smithfield? Now as I had not 
seen it, and do not greatly care for such sort of exhibi¬ 
tions, I was obliged to return a cold negative. He 
seemed a little mortified, as well as astonished, at, my 
declaration, as (it appeared) he was just come fresh 
from the sight, and doubtless had hoped to compare 
notes on- the subject. However he assured me that 
had lost a fine treat, as it far^exceeded the show of last 
year. We were now approaching Norton Falgate, 
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when the sight of some shop-goods ticketed freshened 
him up into a dissertation upon the cheapness of 
cottons this spring. I was now a little in heart, as the 
nature of my morning avocations had brought me into 
some sort of familiarity with the raw material; and I 
was surprised to find how eloquent I was becoming on 
the state of the India market—when, presently, he 
dashed my incipient vanity to the earth at once, by in¬ 
quiring whether I had ever made any calculation as to 
the value of the rental of all the retail shops in London. 
Had he asked of me, what song the Sirens sang, or 
what name Achilles assumed when he hid himself 
among women, I might, with Sir Thomas Browne, have 
hazarded a "wide solution." My companion saw my 
embarrassment, and, the almshouses beyond Shoreditch 
just coming in view, with great good-nature and 
dexterity shifted his conversation to the subject of 
public charities; which led to the comparative merits 
of provision for the poor in past and present times, 
with observations on the old monastic institutions, and 
charitable orders,—but, finding me rather dimly im¬ 
pressed with some glimmering notions from old poetic 
associations, than strongly fortified with any specula¬ 
tions reducible to calculation on the subject, he gave 
the matter up; and, the country beginning to open 
more and more upon us, as we approached the turnpike 
at Kingsland (the destined termination of his journey), 
he put a home thrust upon me, in the most unfortunate 
position he could have chosen, by advancing some 
queries relative to the North Pole Expedition. While 
cl was muttering out something about the Panorama of 
those strange regions (w^ich I had actually seen), by 
way of parrying the question, the coach stopping reliev- 
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ed me from any further apprehensions. My companion 
getting out, left me in the comfortable possession of my 
ignorance; and I heard him, as he went off, putting 
questions to an outside passenger, who had alighted 
with him, regarding an epidemic disorder, that had 
been rife about Dalston; and which, my friend assured 
him, had gone through five or six schools in that neigh¬ 
bourhood. The truth now flashed upon me, that my 
companion was a schoolmaster; and that the youth, 
whom he had parted from at our first acquaintance, 
must have been one of the bigger boys, or the usher.— 
He was evidently a kind-hearted man, who did not 
seem so much desirous of provoking discussion by the 
questions which he put, as of obtaining information at 
any rate. It did not appear that he took any interest, 
either, in such kind of inquiries, for their own sake; 
but that he was in some way bound to seek for know¬ 
ledge. A greenish-coloured coat, which he had on, 
forbade me to surmise that he was a clergyman. The 
adventure gave birth to some reflections on the differ¬ 
ence between persons of his profession in past and 
present times. 

Rest to the souls of those fine old Pedagogues; the 
breed, long since extinct, of the Lilys, and the Linacres: 
who believing that all learning was contained in the 
languages which they taught, and despising every other 
acquirement as superficial and useless, came to their 
task as to a sport! Passing from infancy to age, t^ley 
dreamed away all their days as in a grammar-school. 
Revolving in a perpetual cycle of declensions, conjuga- 
tipns, syntaxes, and prosodies; renewing constantly the 
occupations which had* charmed their studious child- 
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hood; rehearsing continually the part of the past; life 
must have slipped from them at last like one day. 

The modern schoolmaster is expected to know a 
little of every thing, because his pupil is required not 
to be entirely ignorant of any thing. He must be 
superficially, if 1 may so say, omniscient. He is to 
know something of pneumatics; of chemistry; of what¬ 
ever is curious, or proper to excite the attention of the 
youthful mind; an insight into mechanics is desirable, 
with a touch of statistics; the quality of .soils, &c. 
botany, the constitution of his country, cum multis alus. 
You may get a notion of some part of his expected 
duties by consulting the famous Tractate on Education 
addressed to Mr. Hartlib. 

All these things—these, or the desire of them—he 
is expected to instil, not by set lessons from professors, 
which he may charge in the bill, but at school-intervals, 
as he walks the streets, or saunters through green fields 
(those natural instructors), with his pupils. The least 
part of what is expected from him, is to be done in 
school-hours. He must insinuate knowledge at the 
mollia tempoui fandi. He must seize every occasion 
—the season of the year—the time of the day—a pass¬ 
ing cloud—a rainbow—a wagon of hay—a regiment 
of soldiers going by—to inculcate something useful. 
He can receive no pleasure from a casual glimpse of 
Nature, but must catch at it as an object of instruction. 
He must interpret beauty into the picturesque. He 
cannot relish a beggar-rhan, or a gipsy, for thinking 
of the suitable improvement. Nothing comes to him, 
^,not spoiled by the sophisticating medium of moral uses. 
The Universe—that Grea^ Book, as it has been called 
—is to him indeed, to all intents and purposes, a book, 
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out of which he is doomed to read tedious homilies to 
distasting schoolboys.—Vacations themselves are none 
to him, he is only rather worse off than before; for com¬ 
monly he has some intrusive upper-boy fastened upon 
him at such times; some cadet of a great family; some 
neglected lump of nobility, or gentry; that he must 
drag after him to the play, to the Panorama, to Mr. 
Bartley’s Orrery, to the Panopticon, or into the country, 
to a friend’s house, or to his favourite watering-place. 
Wherever he goes, this uneasy shadow attends him. 
A boy is at his board and in his path and in all his 
movements. He is boy-rid, sick of perpetual boy. 

Boys are capital fellows in their own way, among 
their mates; but they are unwholesome companions for 
grown people. The restraint is felt no less on the 
one side, than on the other.—Even a child, that "play¬ 
thing for an hour,’’ tires always. The noises of 
children, playing their own fancies—as I now hearken 
to them by fits, sporting on the green before my win¬ 
dow, while I am engaged in these grave speculations 
at my neat suburban retreat at Shacklewell—by distance 
made more sweet—inexpressibly Lake from the labour 
of my task. It is like writing to music. They seem 
to modulate my periods. They ought at least to do 
so—for in the voice of that tender age there is a kind 
of poetry, far unlike the harsh prose-accents of man's 
conversation.—I should but spoil their sport, and 
diminish my own sympathy for them, by mingling in 
their pastime. 

I would not be domesticated all my days with a per¬ 
son of very superior capacity to my own—not, if 
know myself at all, from any considerations of jealousy 
or self-comparison, for the occasional communion with 
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such minds has constituted the fortune and felicity of 
’my life—but the habit of too constant intercourse with 
spirits above you, instead of raising you, keeps you 
down. Too frequent doses of original thinking from 
others, restrain what lesser portion of that faculty you 
may possess of your own. You get entangled in another 
man’s mind, even as you lose yourself in another man’s 
grounds. You are walking with a tall varlet, whose 
strides out-pace yours to lassitude. The constant 
operation of such potent agency would reduce me, I 
am convinced, to imbecility. You may derive thoughts 
from others; your way of thinking, the mould in which 
your thoughts are cast, must be your own. Intellect 
may be imparted, but not each man’s intellectual 
frame.— 

As little as I should wish to be always thus dragged 
upwards, as little (or rather still less) is it desirable 
to be stunted downwards by your associates. The 
trumpet does not more stun you by its loudness, than a 
whisper teases you by its provoking inaudibility. 

Why are we never quite at our ease in the presence 
of a schoolmaster.^—because we are conscious that he 
is not quite at his ease in ours. He is awkward, and 
out of place, in the society of his equals. He comes 
like Gulliver from among his little people, and he 
cannot fit the stature of his understanding to yours. He 
cannot meet you on the square. He wants a point 
given him, like an indifferent whist-player. He is so 
used to teaching, that he wants to be teaching you, 
Qne of these professors, upon my complaining that 
these little sketches of mine were any thing but method- 
‘ical, and that I was unable to make them otherwise, 
kindly offered to instruct'me in the method by which 
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young gentlemen in h'ts seminary were taught to com¬ 
pose English themes.—The jests of a schoolmaster are 
coarse, or thin. They do not tell out of school. He 
is under the restraint of a formal and didactive hypo¬ 
crisy in company, as a clergyman is under a moral one. 
He can no more let his intellect loose in society, than 
the other can his inclinations.—He is forlorn among 
his co-evals; his juniors cannot be his friends. 

”1 take blame to myself,” said a sensible man of 
this profession, writing to a friend respecting a youth 
who had quitted his school abruptly, "that your neph¬ 
ew was not more attached to me. But persons in my 
situation are more to be pitied, than can well be imagin¬ 
ed. We are surrounded by young, and, consequent¬ 
ly, ardently affectionate hearts, but tve can never hope 
to share an atom of their affections. The relation of 
master and scholar forbids this. How pleasing this 
must be to you, how I envy your feelings, my friends 
will sometimes say to me, when they see young men, 
whom I have educated, return after some years absence 
from school, their eyes shining with pleasure, while 
they shake hands with their old master, bringing a 
present of game to me, or a toy 'to my wife, and thank¬ 
ing me in the warmest terms for my care of their edu¬ 
cation. A holiday is begged for the boys; the house 
is a scene of happiness; I, only, am sad at heart—This 
fine-spirited and warm-hearted youth, who fancies he 
repays his master with gratitude for the care of his- 
boyish years—this young man—in the eight Jong 
years I watched over him with a parent’s anxiety, never 
could repay me with one look of genuine feeling. He 
was proud, when I praised; he was submissive, whea 
I reproved him! but he diA never love me—and what 
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he now mistakes for gratitude and kindness for me, 
is but the pleasant sensation, which all persons feel at 
revisiting the scene of their boyish hopes and fears; 
and the seeing on equal terms the man they were 
accustomed to look up to with reverence. My wife 
too,” this interesting correspondent goes on to say, 
”my once darling Anna, is the wife of a schoolmaster. 
—^When I married her—knowing that the wife of a 
schoolmaster ought to be a busy notable creature, and 
fearing that my gentle Anna would ill supply the loss 
of my dear bustling mother, just then dead, who never 
sat still, was in every part of the house in a moment, 
and whom I was obliged sometimes to threaten to 
fasten down in a chair, to save her from fatiguing 
herself to death—1 expressed my fears, that I was 
bringing her into a way of life unsuitable to her; and 
she, who loved me tenderly, promised for my sake to 
exert herself to perform the duties of her new situation. 
She promised, and she has kept her word. What 
wonders will not woman’s love perform?—My house 
is managed with a propriety and decorum, unknown in 
other schools; my boys are well fed, look healthy, and 
have every proper accommodation; and all this per¬ 
formed with a careful economy, that never descends 
to meanness. But I have lost my gentle, helpless 
Anna!—^When we sit down to enjoy an hour of repose 
after the fatigue of the day, I am compelled to listen 
to what have been her useful (and they are really 
useful) employments through the day, and what she 
proposes for her to-morrow’s task. Her heart and 
her features are changed by the duties of her situation. 
5^0 the boys, she never appears other than the master^s 
wife, and she looks up to me as the boys^ master; to 
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whom all show of love and affection would be highly 
improper, and unbecoming the dignity of her situation 
and mine. Yet this my gratitude forbids me to hint 
to her. For my sake she submitted to be this altered 
creature, and can 1 reproach her for it.^"—For the 
communication of this letter, I am indebted to my 
cousin Bridget. 

THE SUPERANNUATED MAN 

A Clerk I wa.s in Lond on j;ay. 

O’Keefe. 

If peradventure, Reader, it has been thy lot to waste ' 
the golden years of thy life—thy shining youth—in the 
irksome confinement of an office; to have thy prison 
days prolonged through middle age down to decrepi¬ 
tude and silver hairs, without hope of release or re¬ 
spite; to have lived to forget that there are such things 
as holidays, or to remember them but as the preroga¬ 
tives of childhood; then, and then only, will you be 
able to appreciate my deliverance. 

It is now six and thirty years* since I took my seat at 
the desk in Mincing-lane. Melancholy was the transi¬ 
tion at fourteen from the abundant play-time, and the 
frequently-intervening vacations of school days, to the 
eight, nine, and sometimes ten hours’ a-day attendance 
at a counting-house. But time partially reconciles us 
to anything. I gradually became content—doggedly 
contented, as wild animals in cages. 

It is true I had my Sundays to myself; but Sundays, 
admirable as the institution of them is for purposes 
worship, are for that very feason the very worst adapt- 
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ed for days of unbending and recreation. In particular, 
there is a gloom for me attendant upon a city Sunday, a 
weight in the air. I miss the cheerful cries of London, 
the music, and the ballad-singers—the buzz and stirring 
murmur of the streets. Those eternal bells depress 
me. The closed shops repel me. Prints, pictures, all 
the glittering and endless succession of knacks and 
gewgaws, and ostentatiously displayed wares of trades¬ 
men, which make a week-day saunter through the less 
busy parts of the metropolis so delightful—are shut 
out. No book-stalls deliciously to idle over—No busy 
faces- to recreate the idle man who contemplates them 
ever passing by—the very face of business a charm by 
contrast to his temporary relaxation from it. Nothing 
to be seen but unhappy countenances—or half-happy 
at best—of emancipated 'prentices and little trades- 
fblks, with here and there a servant maid that has got 
leave to go out, who, slaving all the week, with the 
habit has lost almost the capacity of enjoying a free 
hour; and livelily expressing the hollowness of a day's 
pleasuring. The very strollers in the fields on that 
day look anything but comfortable. 

But besides Sundays I had a day at Easter, and a 
day at Christmas, with a full week in the summer to go 
and air myself in my native fields of Hertfordshire. 
This last was a great indulgence; and the prospect of 
its recurrence, I believe, alone kept me up through the 
year, and made my durance tolerable. But when the 
week came round, did the glittering phantom of the 
distance keep touch with me.^ or rather was it not a 
scries of seven uneasy days, spent in restless pursuit 
bf pleasure, and a wearisome anxiety to find out how 
to make the most of th^n? Where was the quiet» 
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where the promised rest? Before I had a taste of it, 
it was vanished. I was at the desk again, counting 
upon the fifty-one tedious weeks that must intervene 
before such another snatch would come. Still the 
prospect of its coming threw something of an illumi¬ 
nation upon the darker side of my captivity. Without 
it, as I have said, I could scarcely have sustained my 
thraldom. 

Independently of the rigours of attendance, I have 
ever been haunted with a sense (perhaps a mere cap¬ 
rice) of incapacity for business. This, during my 
latter years, had increased to such a degree, that it was 
visible in all the lines of my countenance. My health 
and my good spirits flagged. I had perpetually a 
dread of some crisis, to which I should be found un¬ 
equal. Besides my daylight servitude, I served over 
again all night in my sleep, and would awake with 
terrors of imaginary false entries, errors in my accounts, 
and the like. I was fifty years of age, and no pros¬ 
pect of emancipation presented itself. I had grown to 
my desk, as it were; and the wood had entered into my 
soul. 

My fellows in the office would sometimes rally me 
Upon the trouble legible in my countenance; but I did 
not know that it had raised the suspicions of any of 
my employers, when, on the 5th of last month, a day 

ever to be remembered by me, L-, the junior 

partner in the firm, calling me on one side, directly 
taxed me with my bad looks, and frankly inquire<f the 
cause of them. So taxed, I honestly made confession 
of my infirmity, and added that I was afraid I should 
eventually be obliged to resign his service. He spoki 
some words of course to Hearten me, and there the 
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matter rested. A whole week I remained labouring 
under the impression that I had acted imprudently in 
my disclosure; that I had foolishly given a handle 
against myself, and had been anticipating my'-wn 
dismissal. A week passed in this manner, the most 
anxious one, I verily believe, in my whole life, when 
on the evening of the 12th of April, just as I was about 
quitting my desk to go home (it might be about eight 
o’clock) I received an awful summons to attend the 
presence of the whole assembled firm in the formida¬ 
ble back parlour. I thought, now my time is surely 
come, I have done for myself, 1 am going to be told 

that they have no longer occasion for me. L-, I 

could see, smiled at the terror 1 was in, which was a 
little relief to me,—when to my utter astonishment 

B-, the eldest partner, began a formal harangue to 

me on the length of my services, my very rrt^fitorious 
conduct during the whole of the time (the deu^e 
thought I, how did he find out that.^ I protest I never 
had the confidence to think as much). He went on to 
descant on the expediency of retiring at a certain time 
of TTFe (how my heart panted!) and asking me a few 
questions as to the amount of my own property, of 
which I have a little, ended with a proposal, to which 
his three partners nodded a grave assent, that I should 
accept from the house, which I had served so well, a 
pension for life to the amount of two-thirds of my 
accustomed salary—a magnificent offer! I do not 
know what I answered between surprise and gratitude, 
but it was understood that I accepted their proposal, 
and I was told that I was free from that hour to leave 
fikeir service. I stammered out a bow, and at just ten 
minutes after eight I werft home—for ever. This 
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noble benefit—gratitude forbids me to conceal their 
names—I owe to the kindness of the most muniment 
firm in the world—the house of Boldero, Merry- 
weatficrr, Bosanquet, and Lacy. 

Eslo perpetual 

For the first day or two 1 felt stunned, overw^dmed. 
I could only apprehend my f elicity: Ijaois too confus¬ 
ed to taste it sincerely. 1 wandered about, thinking : I 
was happy, and knowing that I was rK)t. I was in the 
condition of a "prisoner in the old Bastile, suddenly let 
loose after a forty years’ confinement. I could scarce 
trust myself with myself. It was like passing out of 
Time into Eternity—f^r it ^ a 

man to have his Time all to himsel f. It seemed to me 
thac 1 had more time on my hands than I could ever 
manage. From a poor man, poor in Time, I was 
suddenly lifted up into a vast revenue; I could see no 
end of my possessions; I wanted some steward, or 
judicious bailiff, to mange my estates in Time for me. 
And here let me caution persons grown old in active 
business, not lightly, nor without weighing their own 
resources, to forego their customary employment all at 
once, for there may be danger in it. I feel it by myself, 
but I know that my resources are sufficient; and now 
that those first giddy raptures have subsided, I have a 
quiet home-feeling of the blessedness of my condition. 
I am in no hurry. Having all holidays, I am as though 
I had none. If Time hung heavy upon me, I could 
walk it away; but I do not walk all day long, as I used 
to do in those old transient holidays, thirty miles- a day, 
to make the most of them. If Time were troublesome, 
I could read it away, but I do not read in that violent 
measure, with which, haviftg no Time my own buf 
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candlelight Time, I used to weary out my head and 
eyssight in by-gone winters. I walk, read or scribble 
(as now) just when the fit sei 2 es me. I ^no lon ger hunt, 
after pleasure; I let it come to me. I like tR^Ifnarr 

-that’s born and has his years come to him, In 

some green desert. 

“Years,” you will sd.^\ “what is this superannuated 
simpleton calculating upon? He has already told us, 
he is past fifty.” 

I have indeed lived nominally fifty years, but deduct 
out of them the hours which I have lived to other 
people, and not to myself, and you will find me still 
a young fellow. For theft is the only true Time, which 
a man can properly call his own, that which he has all 
to himself; the rest, though in some sense he may be 
said to live it, is other people’s time, not his. The 
remnant of my poor days, long or short, is at least 
multiplied for me three-fold. My ten next years, if I 
stretch so far, will be as long as any preceding thirty. 
'Tis a fair rule - of - three sum! 

Among the strange fantasies which beset me at the 
commencement of my freedom, and of which all traces 
are not yet gone, one was, that a vast tract of time had 
intervened since I quitted the Counting House. I 
could not cojjtpive of it as an affair of yesterday. The 
partners, andthe clerks, with whom I had for so many 
years, and for so many hours in each day of the year, 
been closely associated—being suddenly removed from 
them—'they seemed as dead to me. There is a fine 
passage, which may serve to illustrate this fancy, in a 
Tragedy by Sir Robert Howard, speaking of a friend’s 
death: • 
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-' ’Twas but just now he went away; 

I have not since had time to shed a tear; 

And yet the distance does the same appear 
As if he had been a thousand years from me. 

Time takes no measure in Eternity.” 

To dissipate this awkward feeling, I have been fain 
to go among them once or twice since; to visit^my old 
desk-fellows—my co-brethren of the quill—that I had 
left below in the state militant. Not all the kindness 
with which they received me could quite restore to me 
that pleasant familiarity, which I had heretofore enjoy¬ 
ed among them. We cracked some of our old jokes, 
but methought they went off but faintly. My old 
desk; the peg where I hung my hat, were appropriated 
to another. I knew it must be, but I could not take it 
kindly. D-1 take me, if 1 did not feel some re¬ 

morse—beast, if I had not,—at quitting my old com¬ 
peers, the faithful partners of my toils for six and 
thirty years, that smoothed for me with their jokes and 
conundrums the ruggedness of my professional road. 
Had it been so rugged then after all.? or was I a cow¬ 
ard simply.? Well, it is too late to repent; and I also 
know, that these suggestions are a common fallacy of 
the mind bn such occasions. But my heart smote me. 
I had violently broken the bands betwixt us. It was 
at least not courteous. I shall be some time before I, 
get quite reconciled to the separation. Farewell, old 
cronies, yet not for long, for again and again I will 
come among ye, if I shall have your leave. Farewell 

Ch-, dry sarcastic, and friendly! Do-mild, 

slow to move, and gentlemanly! PI-, officious to 

do, and to volunteer, good services!—and thou, thou 
dreary pile, lit mansion fop a Gresham or a Whitting* 
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ton of old, stately House of Merchants; with thy laby¬ 
rinthine passages, and light-excluding, pent-up offices, 
where candles for one half the year supplied the place 
of the sun’s light; unhealthy contributor to my weal, 
stern fosterer of my living, farewell! In thee remain, 
and not in the obscure collection of some wandering 
bookseller, my "works!” There let them rest, as I do 
from my labours, piled on thy massy shelves, more 
MSS. in folio than ever Acjuinas left, and full as use¬ 
ful! My mantle I bequeath among ye. 

A fortnight has passed since the date of my firsv 
communication. At that period 1 was approaching to 
tranquillity, but had not reached it. 1 boasted of a 
calm indeed, but it was comparative only. Something 
of the first flutter was left; an unsettling sense of 
novelty; the dazzle to weak eyes of unaccustomed light. 
I missed my old chains, forsooth, as if they had been 
some necessary part of my apparel. I was a poor 
Carthusian, from strict cellular discipline suddenly by 
some revolution returned upon the world. I am now 
as if I had never been other than my own master. It 
is natural to me to go where I please, to do what I 
please. I find myself at eleven o’clock in the day in 
Bond-street, and it seems to me that I have been 
sauntering there at that very hour for years past. I 
digress into Soho, to explore a book-stall. Methinks 
I have been thirty years a collector. There is nothing 
strange nor new in it. I find myself before a fine pic¬ 
ture in a morning. Was it ever otherwise.^ What is 
becom.c of Fish-street Hill? Where is Fenchurch- 
street? Stones of old Mincing-lane, which I have 
worn with my daily pilgrimage for six and thirty years, 
to the footsteps of what t%)il-worn clerk are your ever- 
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lasting flints now vocal? I indent the gayer flags of 
Pall Mall. It is Change time, and I am strangely 
among the Elgin marbles. It was no hyperbole when 
I ventured to compare the change in my condition to 
a passing into another world. Time stands still in a 
manner to me. I have lost all distinction of season. 
I do not know the day of the week, or of the month. 
Each day used to be individually felt by me in its refer¬ 
ence to the foreign post days; in its distance from, or 
propinquity to, the next Sunday. I had my Wednes¬ 
day feelings, my Saturday nights’ sensations. The 
genius of each day was upon me distinctly during the 
whole of it, affecting my appetite, spirits, &c. The 
phantom of the next day, with the dreary five to follow, 
sate as a load upon my poor Sabbath recreations. What 
charm has washed that Ethiop white? What is gone 
of Black Monday? All days are the same. Sunday 
itself—that unfortunate failure of a holyday as it too 
often proved, what with my sense of its fugitiveness, 
and over-care to get the greatest quantity of pleasure 
out of it—is melted down into a week day. I can 
spare to go to church now, without grudging the 
huge cantle which it used to seem to cut out of the 
holyday. I have Time for everything. I can visit a 
sick friend. I can interrupt the man of much occupa¬ 
tion when he is busiest. I can insult over him with an 
invitation to take a day’s pleasure with me to Windsor 
this fine May-morning. It is Lucretian pleasure to be¬ 
hold the poor drudges, whom I have left behind ia the 
world, carking and caring; like horses in a mill, drudg¬ 
ing on in the same eternal round—and what is it all 
for? A man can never have too much Time to him¬ 
self, nor too little to do. Had I a little Son, I would 
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christen him Nothing-to-do; he should do nothing. 
Man, I verily believe, is out of his element as long as 
he is operative. I am altogether for the life contem¬ 
plative. Will no kindly earthquake come and swallow 
up those accursed cotton mills Take me that lumber 
of a desk there, and bowl it down. 

As low as to the fiends. 

I am no longer******, clerk to the Firm of &c. I 
am Retired Leisure, I am to be met with in trim 
gardens. I am already come to be known by my. vacant 
face and careless gesture, perambulating at no fixed 
pace, nor with any settled purpose. I walk about; not 
to and from. They tell me, a certain curn dlgnitate 
air, that has been buried so long with my other good 
parts, has begun to shoot forth in my person. I grow 
into gentility perceptibly. When I take up a news¬ 
paper, it is to read the state of the opera. Opus 
operatum est. I have done all that I came into this 
world to do. I have worked task work, and have the 
rest of the day to myself. 

OLD CHINA 

I HAVE an almost feminine partiality for old china. 
When I go to see any great house, I inquire for the 
china-closet, and next for the picture gallery. I can¬ 
not defend the order of preference, but by saying, that 
we have all some taste or other, of too ancient a date 
to admit of our remembering distinctly that it was an 
acquired one. I can call to mind the first play, and 
the first exhibition, that I was taken to; but I am not 
tonscious of a time when china jars and saucers were 
introduced into my imagination. 
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I had no repugnance then—^why should I now have? 
—to those little, lawless, azure-tinctured grotesques, 
that under the notion of men and women, float about, 
uncircumscribed by any element, in that world before 
perspective—a china tea-cup. 

I like to see my old friends—whom distance cannot 
diminish—figuring up in the air (so they appear to 
our optics), yet on ^erra firma still—for so we must in 
courtesy interpret that speck of deeper blue, which the 
decorous artist, to prevent absurdity, has made to 
spring up beneath their sandals. 

I love the men with women s faces, and the women, 
if possible, with still more womanish expressions. 

Here is a young and courtly Mandarin, handing tea 
to a lady from a salver—two miles off. See how 
distance seems to set off respect! And here the same 
lady, or another—for likeness is identity on tea-cups— 
is stepping into a little fairy boat, moored on the hither 
side of this calm garden river, with a dainty mincing 
foot, which in a right angle of incidence (as angles 
go in our world) must infallibly land her in the midst 
of a flowery mead—a furlong off on the other side of 
the same strange stream! 

Farther on—if far or near can be predicated of their 
world—see horses, trees, pagodas, dancing the hays. 

Here—a cow and rabbit couchant, and co-extensive 
—so objects show, seen through the lucid atmosphere 
of fine Cathay. 

I was pointing out to my cousin last everting, over 
our Hyson (which we are old fashioned enough to 
drink unmixed still of an# afternoon) some of these 
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spectosa miracula upon a set of extraordinary old blue 
china (a recent purchase) which we were now for the 
first time using; and could not help remarking, how 
favourable circumstances had been to us of late years, 
that we could afford to please the eye sometimes with 
trifles of this sort—when a passing sentiment seemed 
to over-shade the brows of my companion. 1 am quick 
at detecting these summer clouds in Bridget. 

"I wish the good old times would come again,” she 
said, "when we were not quite so rich. I do not mean, 
that I want to be poor; but there was a middle state;” 
—so she was pleased to ramble on,—”in which I am 
sure we were a great deal happier. A purchase is but 
a purchase, now that you have money enough and to 
spare. Formerly it used to be a triumph. When we 
coveted a cheap luxury (and, O! how much ado I had 
to get you to consent in those times!) we were used to 
have a debate two or three days before, and to weigh 
the for and agannt^ and think what wc might spare it 
out of, and what saving we could hit upon, that should 
be an equivalent. A thing was worth buying then, 
when we felt the money that we paid for it. 

”Do you remember the brown suit, which you made 
to hang upon you, till all your friends cried shame up¬ 
on you, it grew so thread-bare—and all because of that 
folio Beaumont and Fletcher, which you dragged home 
late at night from Barker’s in Covent-garden Do 
you remember how we eyed it for weeks before we 
could make up our minds to the purchase, and had not 
come to a determination till it was near ten o’clock of 
the Saturday night, when you set off from Islington, 
fearing you should be too late—and when the old 
bookseller with some grumbling opened his shop, and 
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by the twinkling taper (for he was setting bedwards) 
lighted out the relic from his dusty treasures—and 
when you lugged it home, wishing it were twice, as 
cumbersome—and when you presented it to me—and 
when we were exploring the perfectness of it (collating ’ 
you called it)—and while I was repairing some of the 
loose leaves with paste, which your impatience would 
not suffer to be left till day-break—was there no plea¬ 
sure in being a poor man ? or can those neat black clo¬ 
thes which you wear now, and are so careful to keep 
brushed, since we have become rich and finical, give 
you half the honest vanity, with which you Haunted it 
about in that over-worn suit—your old corbeau—for 
four or five weeks longer than you should have done, 
to pacify your conscience for the mighty sum of fifteen 
—or sixteen shillings was it?—a great affair we 
thought it then—which you had lavished on the old 
folio. Now you can afford to buy any book that 
pleases you, but I do not see that you ever bring me 
home any nice old purchases now. 

“When you came home with twenty apologies for 
laying out a less number of shillings upon that print 
after Lionardo, which we christened the 'Lady Blanch;’ 
when you looked at the purchase, and thought of the 
money—and thought of the money, and looked again 
at the picture—was there no pleasure in being a poor 
man? Now, you have nothing to do but to walk-into 
Colnaghi’s, and buy a wilderness of Lionardos. Yet 
do you ? 

“Then, do you remember our pleasant walk^ to En¬ 
field, and Potter’s Bar, and Waltham, when we had 
a holyday—^holydays, and all other fun, are gone, no^ 
we are rich—and the little h^nd-basket in which I used 
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to deposit our day's fare of savory cold lamb and salad 
—and how you would pry about at noon-tide for some 
decent house, where we might go in, and produce our 
store—only paying for the ale that you must call for— 
and speculate upon the looks of the landlady, and 
whether she was likely to allow us a table-cloth—and 
wish for such another honest hostess, as Izaak Walton 
has described many a one on the pleasant banks of the 
Lea, when he went a fishing—and sometimes they 
would prove obliging enough, and sometimes they 
would look grudgingly upon us—but we had cheerful 
looks still for one another, and would eat our plain 
food savorily, scarcely grudging Piscator his Trout 
Hall? Now, when we go out a day’s pleasuring, 
which is seldom moreover, we ride part of the way— 
and go into a fine inn, and order the best of dinners, 
never debating the expense—which, after all, never 
has half the relish of those chance country snaps, when 
we were at the mercy of uncertain usage, and a pre¬ 
carious welcome. 

"You are too proud to see a play anywhere now but 
in the pit. Do you remember where it was we used to 
sit, when we saw the battle of Hexham, and the sur¬ 
render of Calais, and Bannister and Mrs, Bland in the 
Children in the Wood—^when we squeezed out our 
shillings a-piece to sit three or four times in a season 
in the one-shilling gallery—where you felt all the time 
that you ought not to have brought me—and more 
strongly I felt obligation to you for having brought me 
—and the pleasure was the better for a little shame— 
and when the curtain drew up, what cared we for our 
place in the house, or what mattered it where we were 
sitting, when our thoughts were with Rosalind in 
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Arden, or with Viola at the Court of Illyria? You 
used to say, that the gallery was the best place of all 
for enjoying a play socially—that the relish of such 
exhibitions must be in proportion to the infrequency 
of going—that the company we met there, not being 
in general readers of plays, were obliged to attend the 
more, and did attend, to what was going on on the 
stage—because a word lost would have been a chasm, 
which it was impossible for them to fill up. With such 
reflections we consoled our pride then—and I appeal to 
you, whether, as a woman, I met generally with less 
attention and accommodation, than I have done since 
in more expensive situations in the house ? The getting 
in indeed, and the crowding up those inconvenient 
staircases, was bad enough,—but there was still a law 
of civility to women recognised to quite as great an 
extent as we ever found in the other passages—and 
how a little difficulty overcome heightened the snug 
seat, and the play, afterwards! Now we can only pay 
our money, and walk in. You cannot see, you say, 
in the galleries now. I am sure we saw, and heard 
too, well enough then—but sight, and all, I think, is 
gone with our poverty. 

‘There was pleasure in eating strawberries, before 
they became quite common—in the first dish of peas, 
while they were yet dear—to have them for a nice 
supper, a treat. What treat can we have now? If 
we were to treat ourselves now—that is, to have dain- 
ties a little above our means, it would be selfish and 
wicked. It is the very little more that we allow our¬ 
selves beyond what the actual poor can get at, that 
makes what I call a treat—when two people living to¬ 
gether, as we have done, now and then indulge thqn« 
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selves in a cheap luxury, which both like; while each 
apologises, and is willing to take both halves of the 
blame to his single share. I see no harm in people 
making much of themselves in that sense of the word. 
It may give them a hint how to make much of others. 
But now—what I mean by the word—we never do 
make much of ourselves. None but the poor can do 
it. I do not mean the veriest poor of all, but persons 
as we were, just above poverty. 

'T know what you were going to say, that it is 
mighty pleasant at the end of the year to make all 
meet—and much ado we used to have every Thirty- 
first Night of December to account for our exceedings 
—many a long face did you make over your puzzled 
accounts, and in contriving to make it out how we had 
spent so much—or that we had not spent so much— 
or that it was impossible we should spend so much 
next year—and still we found our slender capital de- 
creasing-“but then, betwixt ways, and projects, and 
compromises of one sort or another, and talk of cur¬ 
tailing this charge, and doing without that for the 
future—and the hope that youth brings, and laugh¬ 
ing spirits (in which you were never poor till now,) 
we pocketed up our loss, and in conclusion, with 'lusty 
brimmers’ (as you used to quote it out of hearty cheer’ 
ful Mr. Cotton, as you called him), we used to wel¬ 
come in the 'coming guest.’ Now we have no reckon¬ 
ing at all at the end of the old year—no flattering 
promises about the new year doing better for us.” 

Bridget is so sparing of her speech on most occasions, 
that when she gets into a rhetorical vein, I am careful 
Sow I interrupt it. I could not help, however, smil¬ 
ing at the phantom of wealth which her dear imagina- 
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tion had conjured up out of a clear income of a poor 
—hundred pounds a year. "It is true we were happier 
when we were poorer, but we were also younger, my 
cousin. I am afraid we must put up with the excess, 
for if we were to shake the superflux into the sea, we 
should not much mend ourselves. That we had much 
to struggle with, as we grew up together, we have rea¬ 
son to be most thankful. It strengthened, and knit our 
compact closer. We could never have been what we 
have been to each other, if we had always had the 
sufficiency which you now complain of. The resisting 
power—those natural dilations of the youthful spirit, 
which circumstances cannot straiten—with us are long 
since passed away. Competence to age is supple¬ 
mentary youth; a sorry supplement indeed, but I fear 
the best that is to be had. We must ride, where we 
formerly walked: live better, and lie softer—and shall 
be wise to do so—than we had means to do in those 
good old days you speak of. Yet could those days re¬ 
turn—could you and I once more walk our thirty miles 
a-day—could Bannister and Mrs. Bland again be 
young, and you and I be young to see them—could the 
good old one shilling gallery days return—they are 
dreams, my cousin, now—but could you and I at this 
moment, instead of this quiet argument, by our well- 
carpeted fireside, sitting on this luxurious sofa—be 
once more struggling up those inconvenient stair-cases, 
pushed about, and squeezed, and elbowed by the poor¬ 
est rabble of poor gallery scramblers—could I once 
more hear those anxious shrieks of yours—and the deli¬ 
cious Thank God, we are safe, which always followed 
when the topmost stair, conquered, let in the first ligbf 
of the whole cheerful thelitre down beneath us—I 
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know not the fathom line that ever touched a descent 
so deep as I would be willing to bury more wealth in 

than Croesus had, or the great Jew R-is supposed 

to have, to purchase it. And now do just look at that 
merry little Chinese waiter holding an umbrella, big 
enough for a bed-tester, over the head of that pretty 
insipid half-Madona-ish chit of a lady in that very blue 
summer-house.” 
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Stevenson, essayist, novelist and poet is a unique personality 
among men of letters. He was the only child of Thomas Stevenson, 
a distinguished civil engineer in Scotland. He was a chronic invalid 
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[From the picture by Sir W. B. Richmond in the National Portrait 
Gallery.} 

throughout life, and his education was consequently interrupti^ and 
irregular. Mathematical and engineering talent was heredk^ S 
th6 family, but hi$ health and hl^ inclination alike led. 
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Stevenson *to prefer the romance of words to the building of light¬ 
houses on the Scottish sea-ct)ast, in which his father and grand¬ 
father had earned a great reputation. In 1871, he announced his 
intention of abandoning his father's profession, and began the study 
of law. He was called to the Bar in 1875, though he never practised. 

From his early boyhood, Stevenson practised the art of writing, 
and played what he called the "sedulous ape” to those writers on 
whom he desired to form his style. His first book An Inland 
Voyage (1878) described a canoe tour in Belgium and France which 
he undertook in quest of health. In 1879 was published the amus¬ 
ing account of his Travels with a Donley in the Cevennes. His 
popularity and reputation were established by Treasure Island in 
1882. His other principal novels are Kidnapped, Catriona, The 
Master of Ballantrae, and The Black Arrow. Of his shorter works 
of fiction the most powerful is The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde. One curious feature in the work of so romantic a writer 
is the want t)f the "love interest” in all his novels. 

The most important of his volumes of essays are Virginibus 
Puerisifue, Memories and Portraits, Familiar Studies of Men and 
Books, and Across the Plains. Almost all his e.ssays are intensely 
personal and autobiographical. An Apology for Idlers attempts a 
whimsical justification of his conduct in his early years, while the 
essay on A College Magazine describes the way in which he set 
himself to master the art of writing. ^ 

All through his life Stevenson remained a boy, cultivating boyish 
interests. During one of his early visits to the Riviera, he met 
a charming Canadian lady, Mrs. Osbourne, with whom he fell in 
love. In spite of his poor health, he went away to California and 
married her in 1880. She proved to be an excellent wife to him, 
an admirable nurse and comrade. The last years of his life were the 
most happy and romantic in his career. In 1888 he settled with his 
wife and step-daughter in the island of Samoa in the South Seas. 
Here bej^ught a property and built a house for himself, and lived 
in delightful surroundings far away from the civilised world. He 
wrote constantly to his friends in Fngland, and his letters, which 
are delightful reading, have been collected under the title of Vailima 
He died suddenly from rupture of a blood-vessel on Decem¬ 
ber ^^^18^t £md his remains li^ buried in a beautiful spot on the 
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slope of a hill. On the tombstone are inscribed some litres written 
by himself for an epitaph: 

"Here he lies where he longed to be; 

Home is the sailor, home from sea, 

And the hunter home from the hill." 


A COLLEGE MAGAZINE 

All through my boyhood and youth, I was known 
and pointed out for the pattern of an idler; and yet I 
was always busy on my own private end, which was to 
learn to write. 1 kept always two books in my pocket, 
one to read, one to write in. As I walked, my mind 
was busy fitting what I saw with appropriate words; 
when I sat by the roadside, I would either read, or a 
pencil and a penny version-book would be -in my hand, 
to note down the features of the scene or commemorate 
some halting stanzas. Thus I lived with words. And 
what I thus wrote was for no ulterior use, it was 
written consciously for practice. It was not so much 
that I wished to be an author (though I wished that 
to®) as that I had vowed that I would learn to write 
That was a proficiency that tempted me; andj prac¬ 
tised to acquire it, as men learn to whittle, in a wager 
with myself. Description was the principal field of 
my exercise; for to any one with senses there is always 
something worth describing, and town and country 
are but one continuous subject. But I worked in other 
ways also; often accompanied my walks with dramatic 
dialogues, in which I played many parts; and often 
exercised myself in writing down conversatifluns from 
memory. 

This was all excellent, no doubt; so were the d^ies» 
I sometimes tried to keep, buit always and veryi||i^ily 

5 



130 


SELECT ENGLISH PROSE 


discarde(J, finding them a school of posturing and 
melancholy self-deception. And yet this was not the 
most efficient part of my training. Good though it 
was, it only taught me (so far as I have learned them 
at all) the lower and less intellectual elements of the 
art, the choice of the essential note and the right word: 
things that to a happier constitution had perhaps come 
by nature. And regarded as training, it had one grave 
defect; for it set me no standard of achievement. So 
that there was perhaps more profit, as there was 
certainly more effort, in my secret labours at home. 
Whenever I read a book or a passage that particularly 
pleased me, in which a thing was said or an effect 
rendered with propriety, in which there was either 
some cor\ggicuous force or some happy distinction in 
the style, 1 must sit down at once and set myself to ape 
that quality. I was unsuccessful, and I knew it; and 
tried again, and was again unsuccessful and always un¬ 
successful; but at least in these vain bouts, I got some 
practice in rhythm, in harmony, in construction and the 
co-ordination of parts. I have thus played the sejju- 
lous ime to Hazlitt, to Lamb, to Wordsworth, to Sir 
ThomaS Browne, to Defoe, to Hawthorne, to Mont¬ 
aigne, to Baudelaire and to Obermann. I remember one 
of these monkey tricks which was called The Vunity 
of Morals: it was to have had a second part, The 
Vanity of Knowledge; and as I had neither morality 
nor scholarship, the names were apt; but the second 
part was never attempted, and the first part was written 
(which is my reason for recalling it, ghostlike, from 
its ashes) no less than three times: first in the manner 
^of Hazlitt, second in the manner of Ruskin, who had 
castifton me a passing sprfl, and third, in a laborious 
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pasticcio of Sir Thomas Browne. So with iny other 
works: Cahiy an epic, was (save the mark!) an imita¬ 
tion of Sordello: Robin Hood, a tale in verse, took an 
eclectic middle course among the fields of Keats, 
Chaucer and Morris: in Monmouth„ a tragedy, I reclin¬ 
ed on the bosom of Mr, Swinburne; in my innumerable 
gouty footed lyrics, I followed many masters; in the 
first draft of The Khi^s Pardon, a tragedy, I was on 
the trail of no lesser man than John Webster; in the 
second draft of the same piece, with staggering vers¬ 
atility, I had shifted my allegiance to Congreve, and of 
course conceived my fable in a less serious vein—for 
it was not Congreve’s verse, it was his exquisite prose, 
that I admired and sought to copy. Even at the age 
of thirteen I had tried to do justice to th^ inhabitants 
of the famous city of Peebles in the style of the Book 
of Snobs. So I might go on for ever, through all my 
abq^ive novels, and down to my later plays, of which 
I think more tenderly, for they were not only conceived 
at first under the bracing influence of old Dumas, but 
have met with resurrections: one, strangely bettered 
by another hand, came on the, stage itself and was 
played by bodily actors; the other, originally known 
as S emir amis: a Tragedy, I have observed on book¬ 
stalls under the alias of Prince Otto. But enough has 
been said to show by what arts of impersonation, and 
in what purely ventriloquial efforts I first saw my 
words on paper. 

That, like it or not, is the way to learn to write; 
whether I have profited or not, that is the way. It was 
so Keats learned, and there was never a finer tempera¬ 
ment for literature than Keats’s; it was so,.if we coulcf 
trace it out, that all men have learned; and that is why 
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a revival•©£ letters is always accompanied or heralded 
by a cast back to earlier and fresher models. Perhaps 
I hear .some one cry out: But this is not the way to be 
original! It is not; nor is there any way but to be 
born so. Nor yet, if you are born original, is there 
anything in this training that shall clip the wings of 
your originality. There can be none more original 
than Montaigne, neither could any be more unlike 
Cicero; yet no craftsman can fail to see how much the 
one must have tried in his time to imitate the other. 
Burns is the very type of a prime force in letters: he 
was of all men the most imitative. Shakespeare him¬ 
self, the imperial, proceeds directly from a school. It 
is only from a school that we can expect to have good 
writers; it is almost invariably from a school that great 
writers, these lawless exceptions, issue. Nor is there 
anything here that should astonish the considerate. 
Before he can tell what cadences he truly prefers, the 
student should have tried alFthat are possible; before 
he can choose and preserve a fitting key of words, he 
should long have practised the literary scales; and it is 
only after years of such gymnastic that he can sit down 
at last, legions of words swarming to his call, dozens 
of turns of phrase simultaneously bidding for his 
choice, and he himself knowing what he wants to do 
and (within the narrow limit of a man’s ability) able 
to do it. 

And it is the great point of these imitations that 
there still shines beyond the student’s reach his inimi¬ 
table model. Let him try as he please, he is still sure 
of failure; and it is a very old and a very true saying 
that failure is the only highroad to success. 1 must 
have had some disposition \o learn; for I clear-sighted- 
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ly condemned my own performances. I liked doing 
them indeed; but when they were done,' I could see 
they were rubbish. In consequence, I very rarely show¬ 
ed them even to my friends; and such friends as I chose 
to be my confidants I must have chosen well, for they 
had the friendliness to be quite plain with me. “Padd¬ 
ing,” said one. Another wrote: 'T cannot understand 
why you do lyrics so badly.” No more could I! Thrice 
I put myself in the way of a more authoritative rebuff, 
by sending a paper to a magazine. These were return¬ 
ed; and 1 was not surprised nor even pained. If they 
had not been looked at, as (like all amateurs) I sus¬ 
pected was the case, there was no good in repeating the 
experiment; if they had been looked at—well, then I 
had not yet learned to write, and 1 must keep on learn¬ 
ing and living. Lastly I had a piece of good fortune 
which is the occasion of this paper, and by which I 
was able to see my literature in print, and to measure 
experimentally how far I stood from the favour of the 
public. 


BEGGARS 

In a pleasant, airy, up-hill country, it was my fort¬ 
une when I was young to make the acquaintance of a 
certain beggar. I call him beggar, though he usually 
allowed his coat and his shoes (which were open- 
mouthed, indeed) to beg for him. He was the wreck 
of an athletic man, tall, gaunt, and bronzed; far gone 
in consumption, with that disquieting smile of the 
mortally stricken oh his face; but still active afoot, still 
with the brisk military carriage, the ready military 
salute. Three ways led through this piece of country; 
and as I was inconstant in my choice, 1 believe he must 
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often have awaited me in vain. But often enough, 
he caught‘me; often enough, from some place of am¬ 
bush by the roadside, he would spring suddenly forth 
in the regulation attitude, and launching at once into 
his inconsequential talk, fall into step with me upon 
my farther course. *A fine morning, sir, though per¬ 
haps a trifle inclining to rain. I hope I see you well, 
sir. Why, no, sir, I don’t feel as hearty myself as I 
could wish, but I am keeping about my ordinary. I 
am pleased to meet you on the road, sir. I assure you 
I quite look forward to one of our little conversations.’ 
He loved the sound of his own voice inordinately, and 
though (with something too off-hand to call servility) 
he would always hasten to agree with anything you 
said, yet he could never suffer you to say it to an end. 
By what transition he slid to his favourite subject I 
have no memory; but we had never been long together 
on the way before he was dealing, in a very military 
manner, with the English poets. ‘Shelley was a fine 
poet, sir, though a trifle atheistical in his opinions. His 
Queen Mab, Sir, is quite an atheistical work. Scott, sir, 
is not so poetical a writer. With the works of Shakes¬ 
peare lam not so well acquainted, but he was a fine 
poet. Keats—John Keats, sir—he was a very fine 
poet.’ With such references, such trivial criticism, 
such loving parade of his own knowledge, he would 
beguile the road, striding forward up-hill, his staff now 
clapped to the ribs of his deep, resonant chest, now 
swinging in the air with the remembered jauntiness 
of the’private soldier; and all the while his toes look¬ 
ing out of his boots, and his shirt looking out of his 
Elbows, and death looking out of his smile, and his 
big, crazy frame shaken by accesses of cough. 
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He would often go the whole way home with me: 
often to borrow a book, and that book always a poet. 
Off he would march, to continue his mendicant rounds, 
with the volume slipped into the pocket of his ragged 
coat; and although he would sometimes keep it quite 
a while, yet it came always back again at last, not much 
the worse for its travels into beggardom. And in this 
way, doubtless, his knowledge grew and his glib, ran¬ 
dom criticism took a wider range. But my library was 
not the first he had drawn upon: at our first encounter, 
he was already brimful of Shelley and the atheistical 
Queen Mab, and ‘Keats—John Keats, sir.’. And I have 
often wondered how he came by these acquirements; 
just as I often wondered how he fell to be a beggar. 
He had served through the Mutiny—of which (like so 
many people) he could tell practically nothing beyond 
the names of places and that it was 'difficult work, sir,’ 
and very hot, or that so-and-so was 'a very fine com¬ 
mander, sir.' He was far too smart a man to have 
remained a private; in the nature of things, he must 
have won his stripes. And yet here he was without a 
pension. When I touched on this problem, he would 
content himself with diffidently offering me advice. 
'A man should be very careful when he is young, sir. 
If you’ll excuse me saying so, a spirited young gentle¬ 
man like yourself, sir, should be very careful. I was 
perhaps a trifle inclined to atheistical opinions myself.’ 
For (perhaps with a deeper wisdom than we are inclin¬ 
ed in these days to admit) he plainly bracketed agnesti- 
cism with beer and skittles. 

Keats—John Keats, sir—and Shelley were his 
favourite bards. I cannot remember if I tried hin» 
with Rossetti; but I know 4iis taste to a hair, and if 
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ever I did, he must have doted on that author. What 
took him was a richness in the speech; he loved the 
exotic, the unexpected word; the moving cadence of 
a phrase; a vague sense of emotion (about nothing) 
in the very letters of the alphabet: the romance of lan¬ 
guage. His honest head was very 'nearly empty, his 
intellect like a child’s; and when he read his favour¬ 
ite authors, he can almost never have understood what 
he was reading. Yet the taste was not only genuine, 
it was exclusive; I tried in vain to offer him novels; he 
would none of them, he cared for nothing but romantic 
language that he could not understand. 'Fhe case may 
be commoner than we suppose. I am reminded of a 
lad who was laid in the next cot to a friend of mine in 
a public hospital, and who was no sooner installed than 
he sent out (perhaps with his last pence) for a cheap 
Shakespeare. My friend pricked up his ears; fell at 
once in a talk with his new neighbour, and was ready, 
when the book arrived, to make a singular discovery.. 
For this lover of great literature understood not one 
sentence out of twelve, and his favourite part was 
that of which he understood the least—the inimitable, 
mouthfilling rodomontade of the ghost in Hamlet. It 
was a bright day in hospital when my friend expound¬ 
ed the sense of this beloved jargon: a task for which I 
am willing to believe my friend was very fit, though I 
can never regard it as an easy one. I know indeed a 
point or two, on which I would gladly question Mr. 
Shakespeare, that lover of big words, could he revisit 
the glimpses of the moon, or could I myself climb back¬ 
ward to the spacious days of Elizabeth. But in the 
second case, I should most likely pretermit these ques¬ 
tionings, and take my plaCe instead in the pit at the 
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Black-friars, to hear the actor in his favourite part, 
playing up to Mr. Burbage, and rolling out—as I seem 
to hear him—with a ponderous gusto— 

TJnhousel’d, disappointed, unanel’d.’ 

What a pleasant chance, if we fould go there in a 
party! and what a surprise for Mr. Burbage, when the 
ghost received the honours of the evening! 

As for my old soldier, like Mr. Burbage and Mr. 
Shakespeare, he is long since dead; and now lies bur¬ 
ied, I suppose, and nameless and quite forgotten, in 
some poor city graveyard.—But not for me, you brave 
heart, have you been buried! For me, you are 
still afoot, tasting the sun and air, and striding south¬ 
ward. By the groves of Comiston and beside the 
Hermitage of Braid, by the Hunters’ Tryst, and where 
the curlews and plovers cry around Fairmilehead, I 
see and hear you, stalwartly carrying your deadly sick¬ 
ness, cheerfully discoursing of uncomprehended poets. 

II 

The thought of the old soldier recalls that of an¬ 
other tramp, his counterpart. This was a little, lean, 
and fiery man, with the eyes of a dog and the face of 
a gipsy; whom I found one morning encamped with 
his wife and children and his grinder’s wheel, beside 
the burn of Kinnaird. To this beloved dell I went, 
at that time, daily; and daily the knife-grinder and I 
(for as long as his tent continued pleasantly to. inter¬ 
rupt my little wilderness) sat on two stones, and smok¬ 
ed, and plucked grass, and talked to the tune of thew 
brown water. His children were mere whelps, they 
fought and bit among the fern like vermin. His wife 
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was a mere squaw; I saw her gather brush and tend 
the kettle, but she never ventured to address her lord 
while I was present. The tent was a mere gipsy hovel 
like a sty for pigs. But the grinder himself had the 
fine self-sufficiency and grave politeness of the hunter 
and the savage; he-did me the honours of this dell, 
which had been mine but the day before, took me far 
into the secrets of his life, and used me (I am proud 
to remember) as a friend. 

Like my old soldier, he was far gone in the national 
complaint. Unlike him, he had a vulgar taste in 
letters; scarce flying higher than the story papers; 
probably finding no difference, certainly seeking none, 
between lannahill and Burns; his noblest thoughts, 
whether of poetry or music, adequately embodied in 
that somewhat obvious ditty, 

'Will ye gang, lassie, gang 

To the braes o’ Balquidder:’ 

—which is indeed apt to echo in the ears of Scottish 
children, and to him, in view of his experience, must 
have found a special directness of address. But if he 
had no fine sense of poetry in letters, he felt with a 
deep joy the poetry of life. You should have heard 
him speak of what he loved; of the tent pitched beside 
the talking water; of the stars overhead at night; of 
the blest return of morning, the peep of day over the 
moors, the awaking birds among the birches; how he 
abhorred the long winter shut in cities; and with what 
delighl, at the return of the spring, he once more 
pitched his camp in the living out-of-doors. But we 
were a pair of tramps; and to you, who are doubtless 
sedentary and a consistent first-class passenger in life, 
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he would scarce have laid himself so open;—to you, 
he might have been content to tell his story of a ghost 
—that of a buccaneer with his pistols as he lived— 
whom he had once encountered in a seaside cave near 
Buckie; and that would have been enough, for that 
would have shown you the mettle of the man. Here 
was a piece of experience solidly and livingly built up 
in words, here was a story created, teres atque rotundus. 

And to think of the old soldier, that lover of the 
literary bards! He had visited stranger spots than any 
seaside cave; encountered men more terrible than any 
spirit; done and dared and suffered in that incredible, 
unsung epic of the Mutiny War; played his part with 
the field force of Delhi, beleaguering and beleaguer¬ 
ed ; shared in that enduring, savage anger and contempt 
of death and decency that, for long months together, 
bedevil’d and inspired the army; was hurled to and fro 
in the battle-smoke of the assault; was there, perhaps, 
where Nicholson fell; was there when the attacking 
column, with hell upon every side, found the soldier’s 
enemy—strong drink, and the lives of tens of thou¬ 
sands trembled in the scale, and the fate of the flag 
of England staggered. And of all this he had no more 
to say than ‘hot work, sir,’ or 'the army suffered a great 
deal, sir,’ or 'I believe General Wilson, sir, was not 
very highly thought of in the papers.’ His life was 
naught to him, the vivid pages of experience quite 
blank: in words his pleasure lay—melodious, agitated 
words—printed words, about that which he had never 
seen and was connatally incapable of comprehending. 
We have here two temperaments face to face; both 
untrained, unsophisticated, surprised (we may say)* 
in the egg; both boldly chargetered:—that of the artist, 
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the lover*and artificer of words; that of the maker, the 
seer, the lover and forger of experience. If the one 
had a daughter and the other had a son, and these 
married, might not some illustrious writer count descent 
from the beggar-soldier and the needy knife-grinder.^ 

AN APOLOGY FOR IDLERS 

Idleness so called, which does not consist in doing 
nothing, but in doing a great deal not recognised in the 
dogmatic formularies of the ruling, class, has as good 
a right to state its position as industry itself. It is 
admitted that the presence of people who refuse to 
enter in the great handicap race for sixpenny pieces, 
is at once an insult and a disenchantment for those 
who do. A fine fellow (as we see so many) takes 
his determination, votes for sixpences, and in the em¬ 
phatic Americanism, 'goes for” them. And while 
such an one is ploughing distressfully up the road, it 
is not hard to understand his resentment, when he 
perceives cool persons in the meadows by the wayside 
lying with a handkerchief over their ears and a glass 
at their elbow. Alexander is touched in a very deli¬ 
cate place by the disregard of Diogenes. Where was 
the glory of having taken Rome for these tumultuous 
barbarians, who poured into the Senate house, and 
found the Fathers sitting silent and unmoved by their 
success.^ It is a sore thing to have laboured along and 
scaled the arduous hilltops, and when all is done find 
humanity indifferent to your achievement. Hence 
physicists condemn the unphysical; financiers have only 
a superficial toleration for those who know little of 
stocks; literary persons despise the unlettered; and 
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people of all pursuits combine to disparage those who 
have none. 

But though this is one difficulty of the subject, it is 
not the greatest. You could not be put in prison for 
speaking against industry, but you can be sent to 
Coventry for speaking like a fool. The greatest diffi¬ 
culty with most subjects is to do them well; therefore, 
please to remember this is an apology. It is certain 
that much may be judiciously argued in favour of dili¬ 
gence; only there is something to be said against it, 
and that is what, on the present occasion, I have to 
say. To state one argument is not necessarily to be 
deaf to all others, and that a man has written a book 
of travels in Montenegro, is no reason why he should 
never have been to Richmond. 

It is surely beyond a doubt that people should be a 
good deal idle in youth. For though here and there a 
Lord Macaulay may escape from school honours with 
all his wits about him, most boys pay so dear for their 
medals that they never afterwards have a shot in their 
locker, and begin the world bankrupt. And the same 
holds true during all the time a lad is educating him¬ 
self, or suffering others to educate him. It must have 
been a very foolish old gentleman who addressed 
Johnson at Oxford in these words: "Young man, ply 
your book diligently now, and acquire a stock of 
knowledge; for when years come upon you, you will 
find that pouring upon books will be but an irksome 
task." The old gentleman seems to have been un¬ 
aware that many other things besides reading grow 
irksome, and not a few become impossible, by tihe tina 
a man has to use spectacltls and cannot walk widiout 
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a stick. .Books are good enough in their own way, 
but they are a mighty bloodless substitute for life. 
It seems a pity to sit like the Lady of Shalott, peering 
into a mirror, with your back turned on all the bustle 
and glamour of reality. And if a man reads very 
hard, as the old anecdote reminds us, he will have 
little time for thought. 

If you look back on your own education, I am sure 
it will not be the full, vivid, instructive hours of tru- 
antry that you regret; you would rather cancel some 
lack-lustre periods between sleep and waking in the 
class. For my own part, I have attended a good many 
lectures in my time. I still remember that the spinn¬ 
ing of a top is a case of Kinetic Stability. I still re¬ 
member that Emphyteusis is not a disease, nor Stilli- 
cide a crime. But though I would not willingly part 
with such scraps of science, I do not set the same store 
by them as by certain other odds and ends that I came 
by in the open street while I was playing truant. This 
is not the moment to dilate on that mighty place of 
education, which was the favourite school of Dickens 
and of Balzac, and turns out yearly many inglorious 
masters in the Science of the Aspects of Life. Suffice 
it to say this: if a lad does not learn in the streets, it is 
because he has no faculty of learning. Nor is the 
truant always in the streets, for if he prefers, he rnay 
go out by the gardened suburbs into the country. He 
may pitch on some tuft of lilacs over a burn, and 
smoke innumerable pipes to the tune of the water on 
the stones. A bird will sing in the thicket. And 
there he may fall into a vein of kindly thought, and 
see things in a new perspective. Why, if this be not 
education, what is.^ We may conceive Mr. Worldly 
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Wiseman accosting such an one, and the Conversa¬ 
tion that should thereupon ensue:— 

"How now, young fellow, what dost thou here?" 

"Truly, sir, 1 take mine ease." 

"Is not this the hour of the class and should’st thou 
not be plying thy Book with diligence, to the end thou 
mayest obtain knowledge.^" 

"Nay, but thus also I follow after Learning, by 
your leave.” 

"Learning, quotha! After what fashion, I pray 
thee.^ Is it mathematics.^” 

"No, to be sure.” 

"Is it metaphysics?” 

"Nor that.” 

"Is it some language?” 

"Nay, it is no language.” 

"Is it a trade?” 

"Nor a trade neither.” 

"Why, then, what is’t.^” 

"Indeed, sir, as time may soon come for me to go 
upon Pilgrimage, I am desirous to note what is com¬ 
monly done by persons in my case, and where are the 
ugliest Sloughs and Thickets on the Road; as ’also, 
what manner of staff is of the best service. , More¬ 
over, I lie here, by this water, to learn by root-of-heart 
a lesson which my master teaches me to call Peace, of 
Contentment.” • 
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Hereupon Mr. Worldly Wiseman was much corn- 
moved with passion, and shaking his cane with a very 
threatful countenance, broke forth upon this wise: 
’'Learning, quotha!” said he; "I would have all such 
rogues scourged by the Hangman!” 

And so he would go his way, ruffling out his cravat 
with a crackle of starch, like a turkey when it spreads 
its feathers. 

Now this, of Mr. Wiseman’s, is the common 
opinion. A fact is not called a fact, but a piece of 
gossip, if it does not fall into one of your scholastic 
categories. An inquiry must be in some acknowledg¬ 
ed direction, with a name to go by; or else you are not 
inquiring at all, only lounging; and the workhouse is 
too good for you. Jt is supposed that all knowledge 
is at the bottom of a well, or the far end of a telescope. 
Sainte-Beuve, as he grew older, came to regard all 
experience as a single great book, in which to study 
for a few years ere we go hence, and it seemed all one 
to him whether you should read in Chapter xx., which 
is the differential calculus, or in Chapter xxxix., which 
is hearing the band play in the gardens. As a matter 
of fact, ail intelligent person, looking out of his eyes 
and hearkening in his ears, with a smile on his face all 
the time, will get more true education than many 
another in a life of heroic vigils. There is certainly 
some chill and arid knowledge to be found upon the 
summits of formal and laborious science; but it is all 
found about you, and for the trouble of looking, that 
you will acquire the warm and palpitating facts of life. 
While others are filling their memory with a lumber of 
words, one-half of which they will forget before the 
week be out, your truant n&y learn some really useful 
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art: to play the fiddle, to know a good cigar, or to 
speak with ease and opportunity to all varieties of men. 
Many who have “plied their book diligently,” . and 
know all about some one branch or another of accept¬ 
ed lore, come out of the study with an ancient and 
owl-like demeanour, and prove dry, stockish, and dys¬ 
peptic in all the better and brighter parts of life. Many 
make a large fortune who remain under-bred and 
pathetically stupid to the last. And meanwhile there 
goes the idler, who began life along with them—by 
your leave, a different picture. He has had time to take 
care of his health and his spirits; he has been a great 
deal in the open air, which is the most salutary of all 
things for both body and mind; and if he has 
never read the great Book in very recondite places he 
has dipped into it and skimmed it over to excellent 
purpose. Might not the student afford some Hebrew 
roots, and the business man some of his half-crowns, 
for a share of the idler’s knowledge of life at large, 
and Art of Living? Nay, and the idler has another 
and more important quality than these. I mean his 
wisdom. He who has much looked on at the childish 
satisfaction of other people in their hobbies, will re¬ 
gard his own with only a very ironical indulgence. 
He will not be heard among the dogmatists. He will 
have a great and cool allowance for all sorts of people 
and opinions. If he finds no out-of-the-way truths, he 
will identify himself with no'very burning falsehood. 
His way takes him along a by-road, not much frequent¬ 
ed, but very even and pleasant, which is called Com¬ 
monplace Lane, and leads fo the Belvederje of Commor^-' 
sense. * 
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Extreme busyness^ whether at school or college, kirk 
or market, is a symptom of deficient vitality, and a 
faculty for idleness implies a catholic appetite and a 
strong sense of personal identity. There is a sort of 
dead-alive, hackneyed people about, who are scarcely 
conscious of living except in the exercise of some con¬ 
ventional occupation. Bring these fellows into the 
country or set them aboard ship, and you will see how 
they pine for their desk or their study. They have no 
curiosity; they cannot give themselves over to random 
provocations; they do not take pleasure in the exercise 
of their faculties for its own sake; and unless Neces¬ 
sity lays about them with a stick, they will even stand 
still. It is no good speaking to such folk: they cannot 
be idle, their nature is not generous enough; and they 
pass those hours in a sort of coma, which are not dedi¬ 
cated to furious moiling in the gold-mill. When they 
do not require to go to office, when they are not hungry 
and have no mind to drink, the whole breathing world 
is a blank to them. If they have to wait an hour or so 
for a train, they fall into a stupid trance with their 
eyes open. To see them, you would suppose there was 
nothing to look at and no one to speak with; you 
would imagine they were paralysed or alienated; and 
yet very possibly they are hard workers in their own 
way, and have good eyesight for a flaw in a deed or a 
turn of the market. They have been to school and 
college, but all the time they had their eye on the 
medal; they have gone 'about in the world and mixed 
with clever people, but all the time they were thinking 
of their own affairs. As if a man’s soul were not too 
^all to begin with, they H&ve dwarfed and narrowed 
theirs by a life of all work ind no play; until here they 
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are at forty, with a listless attention, a mind vacant of 
all material of amusement, and not one thought to rub 
against another, while they wait for the train. Before 
he was breeched, he might have clambered on the 
boxes; when he was twenty, he would have stared at 
the girls; but now the pipe is smoked out, the snuff¬ 
box empty, and my gentleman sits bolt upright upon a 
bench, with lamentable eyes. This does not appeal to 
me as being Success in Life. 

But it is not only the person himself who suffers 
from his busy habits, but his wife and children, his 
friends and relations, and down to the very people he 
sits with in a railway-carriage or an omnibus. Perpet¬ 
ual devotion to what a man calls his business, is only 
to be sustained by perpetual neglect of many other 
things. And it is not by any means certain that a 
man’s business is the most important thing he has to 
do. To an impartial estimate it will seem clear that 
many of the wisest, most virtuous, and most beneficent 
parts that are to be played upon the Theatre of Life are 
filled by gratuitous performers, and pass, among the 
world at large, as phases of idleness. For in that 
Theatre, not only the walking gentlemen, singing 
chambermaids, and diligent fiddlers in the orchestra, 
but those who look on and clap their hands from the 
benches, do really play a pai;t and fulfil important 
offices towards the general result. You are no doubt 
very dependent on the care of your lawyer and stock¬ 
broker, of the guards and signalmen who convpy you 
rapidly from place to place, and the policemen who 
walk the streets for your p»tection; but is there not 
thought of gratitude in you» heart for certain other 
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benefactQrs who set you smiling when they fall in your 
way, or season your dinner with good company? 

Hazlitt mentions that he was more sensible of 
obligation to Northcote, who had never done him 
anything he could call a service, than to his whole 
circle of ostentatious friends; for he thought a 
good companion emphatically the greatest benefactor. 

I know there are people in the world who cannot feel 
grateful unless the favour has been done them at the 
cost of pain and difficulty. But this is a churlish dis¬ 
position. A man may send you six sheets of letter- 
paper covered with the most entertaining gossip, or you 
may pass half-an-hour pleasantly, perhaps profitably, 
over an article of his; do you think the service would 
be greater if he had made the manuscript in his heart's 
blood, like a compact with the devil? Do you really 
fancy you should be more beholden to your correspond¬ 
ent, if he had been damning you all the while for your 
importunity? Pleasures arc more beneficial than 
duties because, like the quality of mercy, they are not 
strained, and they are twice blest. There must always 
be two to a kiss, and there may be a score in a jest; 
but wherever there is an element of sacrifice, the favour 
is conferred with pain, and, among generous people, 
received with confusion. There is no duty we so much 
underrate as the duty of being happy. By being happy 
we sow anonymous benefits upon the world, which re¬ 
main unknown even to ourselves, or when they are 
disclosed, surprise nobody so much as the benefactor. 
The other day, a ragged, barefoot boy ran down the 
street after a marble, with so jolly an air that he set 
livery one he passed into a^ood humour; one of these 
persons, who had been cJelivered from more than 
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usually black thoughts, stopped the little fejlow and 
gave him some money with this remark: *‘You see what 
sometimes comes -of looking pleased/' If he had 
looked pleased before, he had now to look both pleas¬ 
ed and mystified. For my part, I justify this encourage¬ 
ment of smiling rather than tearful children; I do not 
wish to pay for tears anywhere but upon the stage; but 
I am prepared to deal largely in the opposite com¬ 
modity. A happy man or woman is a better thing to 
find than a five-pound note. He or she is a radiating 
focus of goodwill; and their entrance into a room is 
as though another candle had been lighted. We need 
not care whether they could prove the forty-seventh 
proposition; they do a better thing than that, • they 
practically demonstrate the great Theorem of the 
Liveableness of Life. Consequently, if a person can¬ 
not be happy without remaining idle, idle he should 
remain. It is a revolutionary precept; but thanks to 
hunger and the workhouse, one not easily to be abused; 
and within practical limits, it is one of the most incon¬ 
testable truths in the whole Body of Morality. Look 
at one of your industrious fellows for a moment, I 
beseech you. He sows hurry and reaps indigestion; 
he puts a vast deal of activity out to interest, and 
receives a large measure of. nervous derangement in 
return. Either he absents himself entirely from all 
fellowship, and lives a recluse in a garret, with carpet 
slippers and a leaden inkpot; or he comes among peo¬ 
ple swiftly and bitterly, in a contraction of his whole 
nervous system, to discharge some temper before he 
returns to work. I do not care how much or how well 
he works, this fellow is an evil feature in other peo-^ 
ple*s lives. They would bo happier if he were dead. 
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They coyld easier do without his services in the 
Circumlocution Office, than they can tolerate his frac¬ 
tious spirits. He poisons life at the well-head. It is 
better to be beggared out of hand by a scapegrace 
nephew, than daily hag-ridden by a peevish uncle. 

And what, in God’s name, is all this pother about? 
For what cause do they embitter their own and other 
people’s lives. That a man should publish three or 
thirty articles a year, that he should finish or not finish 
his great allegorical picture, are questions of little in¬ 
terest to the world. The ranks of life are full; and 
although a thousand fall, there are always some to go 
into the breach. When they told Joan of Arc she 
should be at home minding women’s work, she answer¬ 
ed there were plenty to spin and wash. And so, even 
with your own rare gifts! When nature is ‘'so care¬ 
less of the single life,” why should we coddle ourselves 
into the fancy that our own is of exceptional impor¬ 
tance ? Suppose Shakespeare had been knocked on the 
head some dark night in Sir Thomas Lucy’s preserves, 
the world would have wagged on better or worse, the 
pitcher gone to the well, the scythe to the corn, and the 
student to his book; and no one been any the wiser of 
the loss. There are not many works extant, if you 
look the alternative all over, which are worth the price 
of a pound of tobacco to a man of limited means. This 
is a sobering reflection for the proudest of our earthly 
vanities. 
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(1783—1859) 

Washington Irving was born in New York on April 3, 1783, 
the son of a Scottish settler in America. Constant ill-health and a 
habitual disinclination to serious study prevented him from winning 
University honours. Threatened with consumption, he went to 
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Europe in 1804, and on his return to America in 1806, he ^qualified 
himself for the Bar. But he never practised in the law courts, and 
led rather an idle life, spending a good deal of his time in fashion¬ 
able society. In 1809 he published A History of New York uodef*** 
the pseudonym of Diedrich Knickiirbocker, supposed to be the name 
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of a descendant of the original Dutch settlers in America. In 1815 
he went to Europe again, and remained there for seventeen years. 
He was attached to the American Legation in Spain, and was later 
secretary of the Legation in London. He remained a bachelor all 
his life, remaining faithful to the memory of the girl to whom he 
had been engaged in his youth, who had died before they could 
marry. 

The business in which he had invested his patrimony failed, and 
he was obliged to turn to literature for a profession. His writings 
include The Sketch Book, Tales of a Traveller, Life and Voyages of 
Columbus, The Cottquesl of Granada, The Alhambra, Oliver Gold¬ 
smith and The Life of George Washington, The last is his most 
ambitious effort and took him nearly five years to complete. He is 
best known to modern readers by his Sketch Book, The Alhambra 
and the Life of Goldsmith. The first is a collection of essays con¬ 
taining his impressions of English life and manners. Though he 
was by no means a blind admirer of England, he found much to love 
and praise in the home of his ancestors. The Sketch Book includes 
the two very popular short stories, Rip Van Winkle and The Legend 
of Sleepy Hollow. His biography of Goldsmith is a genial and 
sympathetic account of that most lovable of eighteenth-century 
authors, and the resemblance of Irving’s style and manner to Gold¬ 
smith’s has earned him the name of the "American Goldsmith." He 
died on November 28, 1859. 

CHRISTMAS 

Nothing in England exercises a more delightful 
spell over my imagination, than the lingerings of the 
holiday customs and rural games of former times. 
They recall the pictures my fancy used to draw in the 
May morning of life, when as yet I only knew the 
world through books, and believed it to be all that 
poets had painted it; and they bring with them the 
flavour of those honest days of yore, in which, per- 
^baps, with equal fallacy, I am apt to think the world 
was more homebred, social^ and joyous than at present 
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I regret to say that they are’daily growing raore and 
more faint, being gradually worn away by time, but 
still more obliterated by modern fashion. They re¬ 
semble thpse picturesque morsels of Gothic architect¬ 
ure, which we see crumbling in various parts of the 
country, partly dilapidated by the waste of ages, and 
partly lost in the additions and alterations of latter 
days. Poetry, however, clings with cherishing fond¬ 
ness about the rural game and holiday revel, from 
which it has derived so many of its themes—as the 
ivy winds its rich foliage about the Gothic arch and 
mouldering tower, gratefully repaying their support, 
by clasping together their tottering remains, and, as it 
were, embalming them in verdure. 

Of all the old festivals, however, that of Christmas 
awakens the strongest and most heartfelt associations. 
There is a tone of solemn and sacred feeling that 
blends with our conviviality, and lifts the spirit to a 
state of hallowed and elevated enjoyment. The 
services of the church about this season are extremely 
tender and inspiring. They dwell on the beautiful 
story of the origin of our faith, and the pastoral scenes 
that accompanied its announcement. They gradually 
increase in fervour and pathos during the season of 
Advent, until they break forth in full jubilee on the 
morning that brought peace and good-will to men. I 
do not know a grander effect of music on the moral 
feelings, than to hear the full choir and the pealing 
organ performing a Christmas anthem in a cathedral, 
and filling every part of the vast pile with triumphant 
harmony. 

It is a beautiful arrangement, also, derived from " 
days of yore, that this festiVal, which commemorates 
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the announcement of th6 religion of peace and love, 
has been made the season for gathering together of 
family connections, and drawing closer again those 
bands of kindred hearts, which the cares and pleasures 
and sorrows of the world are continually operating to 
cast loose: of calling back the children of a family, 
who have launched forth in life, and wandered widely 
asunder, once more to assemble about the paternal 
hearth, that rallying-place of the affections, there to 
grow young and loving again among the endearing 
mementos of childhood. 

There is something in the very season of the year 
that gives a charm to the festivity of Christmas. At 
other times we derive a great portion of our pleasures 
from the mere beauties of nature. Our feelings sally 
forth and dissipate themselves over the sunny land¬ 
scape, and we ‘live abroad and everywhere.’ The song 
of the bird, the murmur of the stream, the breathing 
fragrance of spring, the soft voluptuousness of sum¬ 
mer, the golden pomp of autumn; earth with its man¬ 
tle of refreshing green, and heaven with its deep deli¬ 
cious blue and its cloudy magnificence, all fill us witlr 
mute but exquisite delight, and we revel in the luxury 
of mere sensation. But in the depth of winter, when 
nature lies despoiled of every charm, and wrapped in 
her shroud of sheeted snow, we turn for our gratifica¬ 
tions to moral sources. The dreariness and desolation 
of the landscape, the short gloomy days and darksome 
nights, while they circumscribe our wanderings, shut 
in our- feelings also from rambling abroad, and make 
us more keenly disposed for the pleasure of the social 
•^circle. Our thoughts are more concentrated: our 
friendly sympathies mor^ aroused. We feel more 
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sensibly the charm of each other’s society,^ and are 
brought more closely together by dependence on each 
other for enjoyment. Heart calleth unto heart; and 
we draw our pleasures from the deep wells of loving- 
kindness, which lie in the quiet recesses of our bosoms; 
and which, when resorted to, furnish forth the pure 
element of domestic felicity. 

The pitchy gloom, without makes the heart dilate 
on entering the room filled with the glow and warmth 
of the evening fire. The ruddy blaze diffuses an 
artificial summer and sunshine through the room, and 
lights up each countenance in a kindlier welcome. 
Where does the honest face of hospitality expand into 
a broader and more cordial smile—where is the shy 
glance of love more sweetly eloquent—than by the 
winter fireside.^ and as the hollow blast of wintry wind 
rushes through the hall, claps the distant door, whistles 
about the casement, and rumbles down the chimney, 
what can be more grateful than that feeling of sober 
and sheltered security, with which we looked round 
upon the comfortable chamber and the scene of domes¬ 
tic hilarity.^ 

The English, from the great prevalence of rural habit 
throughout every class of society, have always been 
fond of those festivals and holidays which agreeably 
interrupt the stillness of country life; and they were, 
in former days, particularly observant of the religious 
and social rites of Christmas. It is inspiring to read 
even the dry details which some antiquaries have given 
of the quaint humours, the burlesque pageants, the 
complete abandonment to mirth and good-fellowship, 
with which this festival was* celebrated. It seemed to 
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throw of)en every door, and unlock every heart. It 
brought the peasant and the peer together, and blended 
all ranks in one warm generous flow of joy and kind¬ 
ness. The old halls of castles and manor-houses re¬ 
sounded with the harp and the Christmas carol, and 
their ample boards groaned under the weight of hos¬ 
pitality. Even the poorest cottage welcomed the 
festive season with green decorations of bay and holly 
—the cheerful fire glanced its rays through the lattice, 
inviting the passengers to raise the latch, and join the 
gossip knot huddled round the hearth, beguiling the 
long evening with legendary jokes and oft-told Christ¬ 
mas tales. 

One of the least pleasing effects of modern refine¬ 
ment is the havoc it has made among the hearty old 
holiday customs. It has completely taken off the sharp 
touchings and spirited reliefs of these embellishments 
of life, and has worn down society into a more smooth 
and polished, but certainly a less characteristic surface. 
Many of the games and ceremonials of Christmas have 
entirely disappeared, and, like the sherris sack of old 
Falstaff, are become matters of speculation and dispute 
among commentators. They flourished in times full 
of spirit and lustihood, when men enjoyed life roughly, 
but heartily and vigorously; times wild and pictur¬ 
esque, which have furnished poetry with its richest 
materials, and the drama with its most attractive variety 
of characters and manners. The world has become 
more worldly. There is more of dissipation, and less 
of enjoyment. Pleasure has expanded into a broader, 
but a shallower stream; and has forsaken many of 
^those deep and quiet channels where it flowed sweet¬ 
ly through the calm bosom of domestic life. . Society 
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has acquired a more enlightened and elegsftit tone; 
but it has lost many of its strong local peculiarities, 
its home-bred feelings, its honest fireside delights. The 
traditionary customs of golden-hearted antiquity, its 
feudal hospitalities, and lordly wassailings, have pass¬ 
ed away with the baronial castles and stately manor- 
houses in which they were celebrated. They comport¬ 
ed with the shadowy hall, the great oaken gallery, and 
the tapestried parlour, but are unfitted to the light 
showy saloons and gay drawing-rooms of the modern 
villa. 

Shorn, however, as it is, of its ancient and festive 
honours, Christmas is still a period of delightful excite¬ 
ment in England. It is gratifying to see that home 
feeling completely aroused which holds so powerful 
a place in every English bosom. The preparations 
making on every side for the social board that is again 
to unite friends and kindred; the presents of good 
cheer passing and repassing, those tokens of regard, 
and quickeners of kind feelings; the evergreens distrib¬ 
uted about houses and churches^ emblems of peace 
and gladness; all these have the most pleasing effect 
in producing fond associations, and kindling benevo¬ 
lent sympathies. Even the sound of the Waits, rude 
as may be their minstrelsy, breaks upon the mid¬ 
watches of a winter night with the effect of perfect 
harmony. As I have been awakened by them in tjiat 
still and solemn hour, when deep sleep falleth upon 
man,* I have listened with a hushed delight, and, con¬ 
necting them with the sacred and joyous occasion, have 
almost fancied them into another celestial choir, 
announcing peace and good-will to mankind. 
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How ^delightfully the imagination, when wrought 
upon by these moral influences, turns everything to 
melody and beauty! The very crowing of the cock, 
heard sometimes in the profound repose of* the coun¬ 
try, ‘telling the night watches to his feathery dames,' 
was thought by the common people to announce the 
approach of this sacred festival:— 

Some say that ever 'gainst the season comes 
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated. 

This bird of dawning singeth all night long; 
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad; 
The nights are wholesome—then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm, 

So hallowed and so gracious is the time. 

Amidst the general call to happiness, the bustle of 
the spirits, and stir of the affections, which prevail at 
this period, what bosom can remain insensible.^ It is, 
indeed, the season of regenerated feeling—the season 
for kindling, not merely the fire of hospitality in the 
hall, but the genial flame of charity in the heart. 

The scene of early love again rises green to memory 
beyond the sterile waste of years; and the idea of home, 
fraught with the fragrance of home-dwelling joys, 
reanimates the drooping spirit; as the Arabian breeze 
will sometimes waft the freshness of the distant fields 
to the weary pilgrim of the desert. 

Stranger and sojourner as I am in the land—though 
for me no social hearth may blaze, no hospitable roof 
throw* open its doors, nor the warm grasp of friend¬ 
ship welcome me at the threshold—^yet I feel the influ¬ 
ence of the season beaming into my soul from the 
happy looks of those around me. Surely happiness is 
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reflective, like the light of heaven; and every counte¬ 
nance, bright with smiles, and glowing with innocent 
enjoyment, is a mirror transmitting to others the rays 
of a supreme and ever-shining benevolence. He who 
can turn churlishly away from contemplating the feli* 
city of his fellow-beings, and can sit down darkling 
and repining in his loneliness when all around is joy¬ 
ful, may have his moments of strong excitement and 
selfish gratification, but he wants the genial and social 
sympathies which constitute the charm of a merry 
Christmas. 


THE STAGE COACH 

In the preceding paper I have made some general 
observations on the Christmas festivities of England, 
and am tempted to illustrate them by some anecdotes 
of a Christmas passed in the country; in perusing which 
I would most courteously invite my reader to lay aside 
the austerity of wisdom, and to put on that genuine' 
holiday spirit which is tolerant of folly, and anxious 
only for amusement. 

In the course of a December tour in Yorkshire, I 
rode for a long distance in one of the public coaches, 
on the day preceding Christmas. The coach was , 
crowded, both inside and out, with passengers, who, 
by their talk, seemed principally bound to the man¬ 
sions of relations or friends to eat the Christfhas 
dinner. It was loaded also with hampers of .game, 
and baskets and boxes of delicacies; and hares hung 
dangling their long ears about the coachman’s box,-, 
presents from distant friends for the impending feast, 
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I had thi;ee fine rosy-cheeked school-boys for my fellow- 
passengers inside, full of the buxom health and manly 
spirit which I have observed in the children of this 
country. They were returning home for th^ holidays 
in high glee, and promising themselves a world of 
enjoyment. It was delightful to hear the gigantic 
plans of the little rogues, and the impracticable feats 
they were to perform during their six weeks’ emancipa¬ 
tion from the abhorred thraldom of book, birch, and 
pedagogue. They were full of anticipations of the 
meeting with the family and household, down to the 
very cat and dog; and of the joy they were to give 
their little sisters by the presents with which their 
pockets were crammed; but the meeting to which they 
seemed to look forward with the greatest impatience 
was with Bantam, which I found to be a pony, and 
according to their talk, possessed of more virtues than 
any steed since the days of Bucephalus. How he could 
trot! how he could run! and then such leaps as he 
would take—there was not a hedge in the whole 
country that he could not clear. 

They were under the particular guardianship of the 
coachman, to whom, whenever an opportunity present¬ 
ed, they addressed a host of questions and pronounced 
him one of the best fellows in the world. Indeed, I 
could not but notice the more than ordinary air of 
bustle and importance of the coachman, who wore his 
hat a little on one side, and had a large bunch of 
Christfi^^reens stuck in the buttonhole of his coat. 
He is. always a personage full of mighty care and 
business, but he is particularly so during this season, 
rhaving so many commissions to execute in consequence 
of the great interchange 6f presents. And here, per-- 
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haps, it may not be unacceptable to my unfcravelled 
readers, to have a sketch that may serve as a general 
representation of this very numerous and important 
class of functionaries, who have a dress, a manner, a 
language, an air, peculiar to themselves, and prevalent 
throughout the fraternity; so that, wherever an 
English stage-coachman may be seen, he cannot be 
mistaken for one of any other craft or mystery. 

He has commonly a broad, full face, curiously 
mottled with red, as if the blood had been forced by 
hard feeding into every vessel of the skin; he is swelled 
into jolly dimensions by freepent potations of malt 
liquors, and his bulk is still further increased by a 
multiplicity of coats, in which he is buried like a cauli¬ 
flower, the upper one reaching to his heels. He wears 
a broad-brimmed, low-crowned hat; a huge roll^ of 
coloured handkerchief about his neck, knowingly 
knotted and tucked in at the bosom; and has in sum¬ 
mertime a large bouquet of flowers in his buttonhole; 
the present, most probably, of some enamoured country 
lass. His waistcoat is commonly of some bright 
colour, striped, and his small-clothes extend far below 
the knees, to meet a pair of jockey-boots which reach 
about half-way up his legs. 

All this costume is maintained with much precision; 
he has a .pride in having his clothes of excellent mate¬ 
rials; and, notwithstanding the seeming grossness of 
his appearance, there is still discernij^le, that neatness 
and propriety of person which is alrtiost inhere it in an 
Englishman. He enjoys great consequencd *4nd* con¬ 
sideration along the road; has frequent conferences 
with the village housewives, who look upon him as a 
man of great trust and dependence; and he seems tp 
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have a igood understanding with every bright-eyed 
country lass. The moment he arrives where the horses 
are to be changed, he throws down the reins with 
something of an air, and abandons the cattle to the 
care of the ostler; his duty being merely to drive from 
one stage to another. When off the box, his hands 
are thrust into the pockets of his great coat, and he 
rolls about the inn yard with an air of the most ab¬ 
solute lordliness. Here he is generally surrounded by 
an admiring throng of ostlers, stableboys, shoeblacks, 
and those nameless hangers-on that infest inns and 
taverns, and run errands, and do all kinds of odd jobs, 
for the privilege of battening on the drippings of the 
kitchen and the leakage of the taproom. These all 
look up to him as to an oracle; treasure up his cant 
phrases; echo his 'opinions about horses and other 
topics of jockey lore; and above all, endeavour to 
imitate his air and carriage. Every ragamuffin that- 
has a coat to his back thrusts his hands in the pockets, 
rolls in his gait, talks slang, and is an embryo Coachey. 

Perhaps it might be owing to the pleasing serenity 
that reigned in my own mind, that I fancied I saw 
cheerfulness in every countenance throughout the 
journey. A stage coach, however, carries animation 
always with it, and puts the world in motion as it 
whirls along. The horn, sounded at the entrance of 
a village, produces a general bustle. Some hasten 
forth to meet friends; some with bundles and band- 
boxes to secure places, and in the hurry of the moment 
can hardly take leave of the group that accompanies 
them, in the meantime the coachman has a world of 
small commissions to execute. Sometimes he delivers 
a hare or pheasant; sonfctimes jerks a small parcel or 
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newspaper to the door of a public-house; sufid some¬ 
times, with knowing leer and words of sly import, 
hands to some half-blushing, half-laughing housemaid 
an odd-shaped hillet doux from some rustic admirer. As 
the coach rattles through the village, every one runs 
to the window, and you have glances on every side of 
fresh country faces and blooming giggling girls. At 
the corners are assembled juntos of village idlers and 
wise men, who take their stations there for the impor¬ 
tant purpose of seeing company pass; but the sagest 
knot is generally at the black-smith’s to whom the 
passing of the* coach is an event fruitful of much spe¬ 
culation. The smith, with the horse’s heel in his lap, 
pauses as the vehicle whirls by; the cyclops round the 
anvil suspend their ringing hammers, and suffer the 
iron to grow cool; and the sooty spectre in brown paper 
cap, labouring at the bellows, leans on the handle for 
a moment, and permits the asthmatic engine to heave 
a long-drawn sigh, while he glares through the murky 
smoke and sulphureous gleams of the smithy. 

Perhaps the impending holiday might have given 
a more than usual animation to the country, for it 
seemed to me as if everybody was in good looks and 
good spirits*. Game, poultry, and other luxuries of the 
table, were in brisk circulation in the villages; the 
•grocers’, butchers,’ and fruiterers’ shops were thronged 
with customers. The housewives were stirring briskly 
about, putting their dwellings in order; and the glossy 
branches of holly, with their bright red berries, began 
to appear at the windows. The scene brought to* mind 
an old writer’s account of Christmas preparations:—= 
'Now capons and hens, besides turkeys, geese, and 
ducks, with beef and muttdn—must all die-^for in 
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twelve days a multitude of people will not be fed with 
a little. Now plums and spice, sugar and honey, 
square it among pies and broth. Now or never must 
music be in tune, for the youth must dance a^id sing to 
get them a heat, while the aged sit by the fire. The 
country maid leaves half her market, and must be sent 
again, if she forgets a pack of cards on Christmas eve. 
Great is the contention of holly and ivy, whether 
master or dame wears the breeches. Dice and cards 
benefit the butler; and if the cook do not lack wit, he 
will sweetly lick his fingers.’ 

I was roused from this fit of luxurious meditation, 
by a shout from my little travelling companions. They 
had been looking out of the coach windows for the 
last few miles, recognizing every tree and cottage as 
they approached home, and now there was a general 
burst of joy—'There’s John! and there’s old Carlo! and 
there’s Bantam!’ cried the happy little rogues, clapping 
their hands. 

At the end of the lane there was an old sober-look- 
ing servant in livery, waiting for them; he was accom¬ 
panied by a superannuated pointer, and by the redoubt¬ 
able Bantam, a little old rat of a pony, with a shaggy 
mane and long rusty tail, who stood dozing quietly 
by the road-side, little dreaming of the bustling times* 
that awaited him. 

I was pleased to see the fondness with which the 
little fellows leaped about the steady old footman, 
and hugged the pointer; who wriggled his whole body 
for joy. But Bantam was the great object of interest; 
all wanted to mount at''once, and it was with some 
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difficulty that John arranged that* they should ride by 
turns, and the eldest should ride first. 

Off they set at last; one on the pony, with the dog 
bounding'and barking before him, and the others hold¬ 
ing John’s hands; both talking at once, and overpower¬ 
ing him with questions about home, and with school 
anecdotes. I looked after them with a feeling in 
which I do not know whether pleasure or melancholy 
predominated; for I was reminded of those days when, 
like them, I had neither known care nor sorrow, and 
a holiday was the summit of earthly felicity. We 
stopped a few moments afterwards to water the horses, 
and on resuming our route, a turn of the road brought 
us in sight of a neat country seat. I could just distin¬ 
guish the forms of a lady and two young girls in the 
portico, and I saw my little comrades, with Bantam, 
Carlo, and old John, trooping along the carriage road. 
I leaned out of the coach window, in hopes of witness¬ 
ing the happy meeting, but a grove of trees shut it 
from my sight. 

In the evening we reached a village where I had 
determined to pass the night. 'As we drove into the 
great gateway of the inn, 1 saw on one side the light 
of a rousing kitchen fire beaming through a window. 
I entered, and admired, for the hundredth time, that 
picture of convenience, neatness, and broad, honest 
enjoyment, the kitchen of an English inn. It was of 
spacious dimensions, hung round with copper and tin 
vessels highly polished, and decorated here and there 
with a Christmas green. Hams, tongues, and flitches 
of bacon, were suspended from the ceiling; a smoke- 
jack made its ceaseless clanking beside the fireplace, 
and a clock ticked in one coflier. A well-scoured deal 
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table extended along one side of the kitchen, with a 
cold round of beef and other hearty viands upon it, 
over which two foaming tankards of ale seemed 
mounting guard. Travellers of inferior order were 
preparing to attack this stout repast, while others sat 
smoking and gossiping over their ale on two high- 
backed oaken settles beside the fire. Trim housemaids 
were hurrying backwards and forwards, under the 
directions of a fresh bustling landlady; but still seizing 
an occasional moment to exchange a flippant word, 
and have a rallying laugh with the group round the 
fire. The scene completely realized Poor Robin’s 
humble idea of the comforts of mid-winter: 

Now trees their leafy hats do bare 
To reverence Winter’s silver hair; 

A handsome hostess, merry host, 

A pot of ale now and a toast, 

Tobacco and a good coal fire. 

Are things this season doth require. 

I had not been long at the inn when a post-chaise 
drove up to the door. A young gentleman stepped 
out, and by the light of the lamps I caught a glimpse 
of a countenance which I thought I knew. I moved 
forward to get a nearer view, when his eye caught 
mine. I was not mistaken; it was Frank Bracebridge, 
a sprightly good-humoured young fellow, with whom 
I had once travelled on the continent. Our meeting 
was extremely cordial, for the countenance of an old 
fellow-traveller always brings up the recollection of 
a thousand pleasant scenes, odd adventures, and excel¬ 
lent jokes. To discuss all these in a transient inter¬ 
view at an inn was impossible; and finding that I was 
not pressed for time, an<5 was merely making a tour 
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of observation, he insisted that I should give I/im a' day 
or two at his father’s country seat, to which he was 
going to pass the holidays, and which lay at a few 
miles’ distance. Tt is better than eating a solitary 
Christmas dinner at an inn,’ said he, 'and I can assure 
you of a hearty welcome in something of the old- 
fashioned style.’ His reasoning was cogent, and I 
must confess the preparation I had seen for universal 
festivity and social enjoyment had made me feel a 
little impatient of my loneliness. I closed, therefore, 
at once, with his invitation; the chaise drove up to the 
door, and in a few moments I was on my way to the 
family mansion of the Bracebridges. 

TRAITS OF INDIAN CHARACTER 

There is something in the character and habits of 
the North American savage, taken in connection with 
the scenery over which he is accustomed to range, its 
vast lakes, boundless forests, majestic rivers, and 
trackless plains, that is to my mind wonderfully strik¬ 
ing and sublime. He is formed for the wilderness, 
as the Arab is for the desert. His nature is stern, 
simple, and enduring; fitted to grapple with diffici^lties, 
and to support privations. There seems but little soil 
iu his heart for the support of the kindly virtues; and 
yet, if we would but take the trouble to penetrate 
through that proud stoicism and habitual taciturnity, 
which lock up his character from casual observation, 
we should find him linked to his fellow-man of civiliz¬ 
ed life by more of those sympathies and affections than 
are usually ascribed to him. 

It has been the lot of the pnfortunate aborigines of» 
America, in, the early periods of colonization, to be 
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doubly >^ronged by the white men. They have been 
dispossessed of their hereditary possessions by mer¬ 
cenary and frequently wanton warfare; and their 
characters have been traduced by bigoted atKh’interested 
writers. The colonist often treated them like beasts 
of the forest; and tlie author has endeavoured to justi¬ 
fy him in his outrages. The former found it easier 
to exterminate than to civilize; the latter to vilify than 
to discriminate. The appellations of savage and pagan 
were deemed sufficient to sanction the hostilities of 
both; and thus the poor wanderers of the forest were 
persec'uted and defamed, not because they were guilty, 
but because they were ignorant. 

The rights of the savage have seldom been proper¬ 
ly appreciated or respected by the white man. In 
peace he has too often been the dupe of artful traffic; 
in war he has been regarded as a ferocious animal, 
whose life or death was a question of mere precaution 
and convenience. Man is cruelly wasteful of life when 
his own safety is endangered, and he is sheltered by 
impunity; and little mercy is to be expected from him, 
when he feels the sting of the reptile and is conscious 
of th^ power to destroy. 

The same prejudices, which were indulged thus 
early, exist in common circulation at the present day. 
Certain learned societies have, it is true, with laudable 
diligence, endeavoured to investigate and record the 
real characters and manners of the Indian tribes; the 
American government, too, has wisely and humanely 
exerted itself to inculcate a friendly and forbearing 
spirit towards them, and to protect them from fraud 
and injustice. The current opinion of the Indian 
character, however, is too apt to be formed from the 
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miserable hordes which infest the frontiers, ^nd hang 
on the skirts of the settlements. These are too com¬ 
monly composed of degenerate beings, corrupted and 
enfeebled^ by the vices of society, without being benefit¬ 
ed by its civilization. That proud independence, 
which formed the main pillar of savage virtue, has 
been shaken down, and the whole moral fabric lies in 
ruins. Their spirits are humiliated and debased by a 
sense of inferiority, and their native courage cowed 
and daunted by the superior knowledge and power of 
their enlightened neighbours. Society has advanced 
upon them like one of those withering airs, that will 
sometimes breed desolation over a whole region of 
fertility. It has enervated their strength, multiplied 
their diseases, and superinduced upon their original 
barbarity the low vices of artificial life. It has given 
them a thousand superfluous wants, whilst it has di¬ 
minished their means of mere existence. It has driven 
before it the animals of chase, who fly from 
the sound of the axe and the smoke of the settlement, 
and seek refuge in the depths of the remotest forests 
and yet untrodden wilds. Thus do we too often find 
the Indians on our frontiers to be the mere wrecks and 
remnants of once powerful tribes, who have lingered 
in the vicinity of the settlements, and sunk into precari¬ 
ous and vagabond existence. Poverty, repining and 
hopeless poverty, a canker of the mind unknown in 
savage life, corrodes their spirits and blights every 
free and noble quality of their natures. They become 
drunken, indolent, feeble, thievish, and pusillanimous. 
They loiter like vagrants about the settlements, among 
spacious dwellings replete with elaborate comforts, 
which only render them sensible of the comparative 
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wretchediiess of their own condition. Luxury spreads 
its ample board before their eyes; but they are excluded 
from the banquet. Plenty revels over the fields; but 
they are starving in the midst of its abundance: the 
whole wilderness has blossomed into a garden; but 
they feel as reptiles that infest it. 

How different was their state while yet the undis¬ 
puted lords of the soil! Their wants were few, and 
the means of gratification within their reach. They 
saw every one around them sharing the same lot, 
enduring the same hardships, feeding on the same 
aliments, arrayed in the same rude garments. No roof 
then rose, but was open to the homeless stranger; no 
smoke curled among the trees, but he was welcome to 
sit down by its fire and join the hunter in his repast. 
Tor,’ says an old historian of New England, ‘their 
life is so void of care, and they are so loving also, that 
they make use ot those things they enjoy as common 
goods, and are therein so compassionate, that rather 
than one should starve through want, they would starve 
all; thus they pass their time merrily, not regarding 
our pomp, but are better content with their own, which 
some men esteem so meanly of.’ Such were the 
Indians whilst in the pride and energy of their primi¬ 
tive natures: they resembled those wild plants, which 
thrive best in the shades of the forest, but shrink from 
the hand of cultivation, and perish beneath the influ¬ 
ence of the sun. 

In discussing the savage character, writers have been 
too pi'one to indulge in vulgar prejudice and passionate 
exaggeration, instead of the candid temper of true 
philosophy. They have not sufficiently considered the 
peculiar circumstances in Vhich the Indians have been 
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placed, and the peculiar principles under which they 
have been educated. No being acts more rigidly’from 
rule than the Indian. His whole conduct is regulated 
according^ to some general maxims early implanted 
in his mind. The moral laws that govern him are, to 
be sure, but few; but then he conforms to them all;— 
the white man abounds in laws of religion, morals, and 
manners, but how many does he violate! 

A frequent ground of accusation against the Indians 
is their disregard of treaties, and the treachery and 
wantonness with which, in time of apparent peace, 
they will suddenly fly to hostilities. The intercourse 
of the white men with the Indians, however, is too 
apt to be cold, distrustful, oppressive, and insulting. 
They seldom treat them with that confidence and frank¬ 
ness which are indispensable to real friendships; nor 
is sufficient caution observed not to offend against 
those feelings of pride or superstition, which often 
prompt the Indian to hostility quicker than mere con¬ 
siderations of interest. The solitary savage feels 
silently, but acutely. His sensibilities are not diffused 
over so wide a surface as those of the white man; but 
they run in steadier and deeper channels. His pride, 
his affections, his superstitions, are all directed towards 
fewer objects; but the wounds inflicted on them are 
proportionably severe, and furnish motives of hostility 
which we cannot sufficiently appreciate. Where a 
community is also limited in number, and forms pne 
great patriarchal family, as in an Indian tribe, the 
injury of an individual is the injury of the whole; and 
the sentiment of vengeance is almost instantaneously 
diffused. One council-fire is suflficient for the discus¬ 
sion and arrangement of a^plan of hostilities. Here 
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all the fighting men and sages assemble. Eloquence 
and superstition combine to inflame the minds of the 
warriors. The* orator awakens their martial ardour 
and they are wrought up to a kind of religious despera¬ 
tion, by the visions of the prophet and the dreamer. 

An instance of one of those sudden exasperations, 
arising from a motive peculiar to the Indian character, 
is extant in an old record of the early settlement of 
Massachusetts. The planters of Plymouth had de¬ 
faced the monuments of the dead at Passonagessit, and 
had plundered the grave of the Sachem’s mother of 
some skins with which it liad been decorated. The 
Indians are remarkable for the reverence which they 
entertain for the sepulchres of their kindred. Tribes 
that have passed generations exiled from the abodes 
of their ancestors, when by chance they have been 
travelling in the vicinity, have been known to turn 
aside from the highway, and, guided by wonderfully 
accurate tradition, have crossed the country for miles, 
to some tumulus, buried perhaps in woods, where the 
bones of their tribe were anciently deposited; and there 
have passed hours in silent meditation. Influenced by 
this sublime and holy feeling, the Sachem whose 
mother’s tomb had been violated, gathered his men 
together, and addressed them in the following beauti¬ 
fully simple and pathetic harangue; a tairious speci¬ 
men of Indian eloquence, and an affecting instance of 
filial piety in a savage:— 

‘When last the glorious light of all the sky was 
underneath this globe, and birds grew silent, I began 
to settle, as my custom is, to take repose. Before mine 
eyes were fast closed, methought I saw a vision, at 
which my spirit was mueff troubled; and trembling at 
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that doleful sight, a spirit cried aloud, “Bohold, my 
son, whom I have cherished, see the breasts that gave 
thee suck, the hands that lapped thee, warm, and fed 
thee oft.% Canst thou forget to take revenge of those 
wild people who have defaced my monument in a 
despiteful manner, disdaining our antiquities and 
honourable customs? See, now, the Sachem’s grave 
lies like the common people, defaced by an ignoble 
race. Thy mother doth complain, and implores thy aid 
against this thievish people, who have newly intruded 
on our land. If this be suffered, I shall not rest quiet 
in my everlasting habitation.” This said, the spirit 
vanished, and I, all in a sweat, not able scarce to speak, 
began to get some strength, and recollect my spirits 
that were fled, and determined to demand your coun¬ 
sel and assistance.’ 

I have adduced this anecdote at some length, as it 
tends to show how these sudden acts of hostility, which 
have been attributed to caprice and perfidy, may often 
arise from deep and generous motives, which our in¬ 
attention to Indian character and customs prevents our 
properly appreciating. 

Another ground of violent outcry against the Indians 
is their barbarity to the vanquished. This had its 
origin partly in policy and partly in superstition. The 
tribes, though sometimes called nations, were never 
so formidable in their numbers, but that the loss of 
several warriors waS sensibly felt; this was particularly 
the case when they had been frequently engaged in war¬ 
fare; and many an instance occurs in Indian history, 
where a tribe, that had long been formidable to its 
neighbours, has been broken up and driven away, by'"* 
the capture and massacre of its principal fighting men. 
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There wat a strong temptation, therefore, to the victor 
to be'merciless; not so much to gratify any cruel 
revenge, as to provide for future security. The Indians 
had also the superstitious belief, frequent among bar¬ 
barous nations, and prevalent also among the ancients, 
that the manes of their friends who had fallen in 
battle were soothed by the blood of the captives. The 
prisoners, however, who arc not thus sacrificed, are 
adopted into their families in the place of the slain, 
and are treated with the confidence and affection of 
relatives and friends; nay, so hospitable and tender is 
their entertainment, that when the alternative is offer¬ 
ed them, they will often prefer to remain with their 
adopted brethren, rather than return to the home and 
the friends of their youth. 

The cruelty of the Indians towards their prisoners 
has been heightened since the colonization of the 
whites. What was formerly a compliance with policy 
and superstition, has been exasperated into a gratifica¬ 
tion of vengeance. They cannot but be sensible that 
the white men are the usurpers of their ancient 
dominion, the cause of their degradation, and the 
gradual destroyers of their race. They go forth to 
battle, smarting with injuries and indignities which 
they have individually suffered, and they are driven to 
madness and despair by the wide-spreading desolation, 
and the overwhelming ruin of European warfare. The 
whites have too frequently set them an example of 
violence, by burning their villages, and laying waste 
their slender means of subsistence; and yet they wonder 
that savages do not show moderation and magna¬ 
nimity towards those who^have left them nothing but 
mere existence and wretchedness. 
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We stigmatize the Indians, also, as cowa;dly and 
treacherous, because they use stratagem in watfare, 
in preference to open force; but in this they are fully 
justified by their rude code of honour. They are early 
taught that stratagem is praiseworthy; the bravest 
warrior thinks it no disgrace to Lurk in silence, and take 
every advantage of his foe: he triumphs in the superior 
craft and sagacity by which he has been enabled to 
surprise and destroy an enemy. Indeed, man is 
naturally more prone to subtlety than open valour, 
owing to his physical weakness in comparison with 
other animals. They are endowed with natural 
weapons of defence; with horns, with tusks, with 
hoofs, and talons; but man has to depend on his 
superior sagacity. In all his encounters with these, his 
proper enemies, he resorts to stratagem; and when he 
perversely turns his hostility against his fellow-man, 
he at first continues the same subtle mode of warfare. 

The‘natural principle of war is to do the most 
harm to our enemy with the least harm to ourselves: 
and this of course is to be effected by stratagem. That 
chivalrous courage which induces us to despise the 
suggestions of prudence, and to rush in the face of 
certain danger, is the offspring of society, and produced 
by education. It is honourable, because it is, in fact, 
the triumph of lofty sentiment over an instinctive re¬ 
pugnance to pain, and over those yearnings after per¬ 
sonal ease and security, which society has condemned 
as ignoble. It is kept alive by pride and the fear of 
shame; and thus the dread of real evil is overcome 
by the superior dread of. an evil which exists but in 
the imagination. It has been cherished and stimulated 
also by various means. It h^as been the theme of spirit- 
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stirring s^ng and chivalrous story. The poet and mins¬ 
trel huve delighted to shed round it the splendours of 
fiction; and evep the historian has forgotten the sober 
gravity of narration, and broken forth into ejsithusiasm 
and rhapsody in its praise. Triumphs and gorgeous 
pageants have been its reward: monuments, on which 
art has exhausted its skill and opulence its treasures, 
have beeri erected to perpetuate a nation’s gratitude 
and admiration. I’hus artificially excited, courage has 
risen to an extraordinary and factitious degree of hero¬ 
ism, and, arrayed in all the glorious pomp and circ\im- 
stance of war,’ this turbulent quality has even been able 
to eclipse many of those quiet, but invaluable virtues, 
which silently ennoble the human character, and swell 
the tide of human happiness. 

But if courage intrinsically consists in the defiance of 
danger and pain, the life of the Indian is a continual 
exhibition of it. He lives in a state of perpetual 
hostility and risk. Peril and adventure are congenial 
to his nature; or rather seem necessary to arouse his 
faculties and to give an interest to his existence. 
Surrounded by hostile tribes, whose mode of warfare 
is by ambush and surprisal, he is always prepared for 
fight, and lives with his weapons in his hands. As the 
ship careers in fearful singleness through the solitudes 
of ocean; as the bird mingles among clouds 
and storms, and wings its way, a mere speck, across 
the pathless fields of air;—so the Indian holds his 
course, silent, solitary, but undaunted, through the 
boundless bosom of the wilderness. His expeditions 
may vie in distance and danger with the pilgrimage of 
•^the devotee, or the crusade of the knight-errant. He 
traverses vast forests, expoSed to the hazards of lonely 
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sickness, of lurking enemies, and pining famine. Stormy 
lakes—those great inland seas—are no obstacles to his 
wanderings: in his light canoe of bark he sports, like 
a featheji;, on their waves; and darts, w*ith the swiftness 
of an arrow, down the roaring rapids of the rivers. 
His very subsistence is snatched from the midst of toil 
and peril. He gains his food by the hardships and 
dangers of the chase: he wraps himself in the spoils of 
the bear, the panther, and the buffalo, and sleeps 
among the thunders of the cataract. 

No hero of ancient or modern days can surpass the 
Indian in his lofty contempt of death, and the forti¬ 
tude with which he sustains its cruellest affliction. In¬ 
deed, we here behold him rising superior to the white 
man, in consequence of his peculiar education. The 
latter rushes to glorious death at the cannon’s mouth; 
the former calmly contemplates its approach, and 
triumphantly endures it, amidst the varied torments of 
surrounding foes and the protracted agonies of hre. 
He even takes a pride in taunting his persecutors, and 
provoking their ingenuity of torture; and as the devour¬ 
ing flames prey on his very vitals, and the flesh shrinks 
from the sinews, he raises his last song of triumph, 
breathing the defiance of an unconquered heart, and 
invoking the spirits of his fathers to witness that he 
dies without a groan. 

Notwithstanding the obloquy with which the early 
historians have overshadowed the characters of the 
unfortunate natives, some bright gleams occasionally 
break through, which throw a degree of melancholy 
lustre on their memories. Facts are occasionally to 
met with in the rude annals of the eastern provinces, 
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which, thqugh recorded with the colouring of prejudice 
and bigotry, yet speak for themselves; and will be 
dwelt on with applause and sympathy, when prejudice 
shall have passed away. 

In one of the homely narratives of the Indian wars 
in New England, there is a touching account of the 
desolation carried into the tribe of the Pequod Indians. 
Humanity shrinks from the cold-blooded detail of in¬ 
discriminate butchery. In one place we read of the 
surprisal of an Indian fort in the night, when the wig¬ 
wams were wrapt in flames, and the miserable inhabi¬ 
tants shot down and slain in attempting to escape, 'all 
being despatched and ended in the course of an hour.’ 
After a series of similar transactions, 'our soldiers,’ as 
the historian piously observes, 'being resolved by God’s 
assistance to make a final destruction of them,’ the un¬ 
happy savages being hunted from their homes and 
fortresses, and pursued with fire and sword, a scanty, 
but gallant band, the sad remnant of the Pequod 
warriors, with their wives and children, took refuge in 
a swamp. 

Burning with indignation, and rendered sullen by 
despair; with hearts bursting with grief at the destruc¬ 
tion of their tribe, and spirits galled and sore at the 
fancied ignominy of their defeat, they refused to ask 
their liveswat the hands of an insulting foe, and preferr¬ 
ed death to submission. 

As the night drew on they were surrounded in their 
dismal retreat, so as to render escape impracticable. 
Thus situated, their enemy 'plied them with shot all 
Jkhe time, by which means many were killed and buried 
in the mire.* In the darkifess and fog that preceded 
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the dawn of day, some few broke through the, besiegers 
and escaped into the woods; ‘the rest were left •to the 
conquerors, of which many were killed in the swamp, 
like sullen dogs, who would rather, in their self-willed- 
ness and madness, sit still and be shot through, or cut 
to pieces,’ than implore for mercy. When the day 
broke upon this handful of forlorn but dauntless 
spirits, the soldiers, we are told, entering the swamp, 
‘saw several heaps of them sitting close together, upon 
whom they discharged their pieces laden with ten or 
twelve pistol bullets at a time, putting the muzzles of 
the pieces under the boughs, within a few yards of 
them; so as, besides those that were found dead, many 
more were killed and sunk into the mire, and never 
were minded more by friend or foe.’ 

Can any one read this plain unvarnished tale with¬ 
out admiring the stern resolution, the unbending pride, 
the loftiness of spirit, that seemed to nerve the hearts 
of these self-taught heroes, and to raise them above the 
instinctive feelings of human nature.^ When the Gauls 
laid waste the city of Rome, they found the senators 
clothed in their robes, and seated with stern tranquillity 
in their curule chairs; in this manner they suffered 
death without resistance or even supplication. Such 
conduct was, in them, applauded as noble and magna¬ 
nimous; in the hapless Indian it was reviled as obsti¬ 
nate and sullen. How truly are we the dupes of show 
and circumstance! How different is virtue, clothed in 
purple and enthroned in state, from virtue, nakecf and 
destitute, and perishing obscurely in a wilderness! 

But I forbear to dwell on these gloomy pictures. 
The eastern tribes have long since disappeared; the'* 
forests that sheltered the A have been laid low; and 
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scarce anj traces remain of them in the thickly-settled 
states «of New England, excepting here and there the 
Indian name of a village or a stream. And such must, 
sooner or later, be the fate of those other tribes which 
skirt the frontiers, and have occasionally been inveigled 
from their forests to mingle in the wars of white men. 
In a little while, and they will go the way that their 
brethren have gone before. The few hordes which 
still linger about the shores of Huron and Superior, 
and the tributary streams of the Mississippi, will share 
the fate of those tribes that once spread over Massa¬ 
chusetts and Connecticut, and lorded it along the proud 
banks of the Hudson; of that gigantic race said to have 
existed on the borders of the Susquehanna; and of 
those various nations that flourished about the Potomac 
and the Rappahannock, and that peopled the forests of 
the vast valley of Shenandoah. They will vanish like 
a vapour from the face of the earth; their very history 
will be lost in forgetfulness; and 'the places that now 
know them will know them no more for ever.' Or if, 
perchance, some dubious memorial of them should 
survive, it may be in the romantic dreams of the poet, 
to people in imagination his glades and groves, like 
the fauns and satyrs and sylvan deities of antiquity. 
But should he venture upon the dark story of their 
wrongs and wretchedness; should he tell how they 
were invaded, corrupted, despoiled, driven from their 
native abodes and the sepulchres of their fathers, 
hunted like wild beasts about the earth, and sent down 
with violence and butchery to the grave, posterity will 
either turn with horror and incredulity from the tale, 
-or blush with indignation at the inhumanity of their 
forefathers.—'We are drivdi back,’ said an old warrior. 
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until we can retreat no farther—our hatchets are 
broken, our bows are snapped, our fires are ^nearly 
extinguished:—a little longer, and thq white man will 
cease to ipersecute us—for we shall cease to exist.’ 
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Dr. Alington (b. 1872) may perhaps not rank as an author of 
first-rate importance, but the two essays here reprinted, The Recruit- 
ing Office and A Conversation, are full of practical idealism and will 
serve as a source of inspiration to the young. These essays are 
addresses to the youth of the country during the Great War, the 
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spirit of self-sacrifice and patriotism which laid such' heavy tasks 
upon the manhood of Great Britain. Their idealism and pathos 
will continue to appeal to boys of every country, and in all times 
^nd conditions. The essays also reveal the moral spirit that pervades 
an English public school such as Eton or Harrow. 
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Dr. Alington was born in 1872, and was educated first at Marl¬ 
borough, and then at Trinity G)llege, Oxford. He hai a J^rilliant 
University career) and became Fellow of All Souls in 1896. He has 
been an educationist all his life. He was maffter at Marlborough, 
headmaster^ at Shrewsbury, and in 1917 became headmaster of the 
leading English Public School, Eton College. He is the author of a 
few books which have proved very popular with young English 
readers —A School master's Apology, Shrewsbury Fables, and Eton 
Fables. 


THE RECRUITING OFFICE 

It was certainly a Recruiting Office in which I found 
myself. There was no doubt about that. There were 
all the usual posters on the wall—‘*Your King and 
Country need you”—and the appeals to the Young 
Men of Shropshire—all ending with God save the 
King. And there was a man sitting at a desk in the 
corner busy entering some names in a book. Of course 
one is usually rather afraid of interrupting military 
people, but he looked kind-hearted, so I plucked up 
my courage to ask him a question or two. 

‘T beg your pardon,” I said, *’but can you tell me 
how recruiting is getting on.^ -1 hear it hasn't been 
going very fast in Shropshire lately.” 

”Oh, I don’t know,” said he, putting down his 
pen. “It’s pretty much as usual: seventy or eighty 
have come in from Shrewsbury to-day.” 

“That’s rather good, isn’t it.^” said I. “I suppose 
that comes from lowering the standard a bit.^” 

“Oh dear, no,” said he: “we never lower our stand¬ 
ard; it’s been the same for generations.” 

And of course I knew that wasn’t quite true, but I 
was too polite to contradict him. So I simply said^ 
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"And what about these recruits: were they good speci¬ 
mens,,do you think?” 

”Oh yes, I think so,” said he: ”I don’t know that 
they were specially clever, but they all setSn pretty 
keen, and I think they will learn their business. Any¬ 
how, their hearts are in the right place.” 

I thought this was rather an unprofessional way of 
looking at it, but after all it was his office and not 
mine, so I decided to change the subject. ”I suppose 
what’s wanted,” I said, ”is something like an invasion 
to quicken things up? If the enemy was in the coun¬ 
try people would soon see the need.” 

”My dear man,” said he, *‘the enemy’s in the country 
right enough. We got a poster out about that years 
and years ago.” And' he handed me a copy in which 
iHy eye caught the words, ”Your adversary, like a roar¬ 
ing lion, is going about seeking whom he may devour.” 
It seemed to me a little profane, though I didn’t like 
to say so. So I only asked another question. 

”I suppose you mean Spies by that? And, of course, 
I quite agree with you: the way these Germans-” 

And then he burst out laughing. "Oh no, I didn’t 
mean Germans,” he said: “and I wonder what you 
think we’ve been talking about all this time?” 

“Why, recruiting,” said I. 

“Oh yes, recruiting,” said he, “but recruiting what 
for?” 

“Why, the British Army, of course,” said I. 

“Oh, that's where the mistake comes in,” said he: 
“this isn't only a local officei I am the Recording Angel 
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making up my books, and I was just putting ^down the 
names of those who were Confirmed this mornmg.” 

I was rather indignant, thinking I had been made a 
fool of, so I said: 'T don’t think you ought to mislead 
one by putting up all those placards about 'Your King 
and Country need you,’ and the rest of them.” 

"Oh, come,” said he: "that’s your own fault. You 
are always singing hymns about having a greater King 
and a better Country somewhere else, and you can’t 
blame us for having supposed you meant it.” 

I didn’t quite know what the answer to that was, so 
I thought I would rather make a bold attempt to 
change the subject again. "I should rather like to ask 
you one or two things about Confirmation,” I said: 
"does it really do any good.^ A lot of people say it 
doesn’t.” 

He looked about among the papers on his desk, and 
when he had found what he was looking for he said: 
"You said you knew all about recruiting; so tell me 
whether this oath does any good to a recruit: 

" T . . . swear by Almighty God that I will be 
faithful and bear true Allegiance to His Majesty King 
George the Fifth, His Heirs and Successors, and that I 
will, as in duty bound, honestly and faithfully defend 
His Majesty, His Heirs and Successors, in Person, 
Crown, and dignity against all enemies, and will 
observe and obey all orders of His Majesty, His Heirs 
and Successors, and of the Generals and Officers set 
over me. So help me God.” 

"Of course it does,” I answered at once; "a fellov/ 
must be the better for sayiftg a thing like that—at least, 
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of course^ he is if he means it. If he doesn't mean 
it I don’t suppose it would do him any good: in fact, he 
might even be Jthe worse for taking it like that. I 
suppose you can’t say whether he is the bcttej^or not,” 
I ended rather lamely; "it depends on him.” 

”Just so,” said the Recording Angel, smiling: ”it’s 
just the same with our oath too; it can’t do anyone 
much good to tell lies, whether he tells them to God 
or to man.” 

"But a lot of the best people aren’t confirmed,” I 
went on: "I know quite a lot of awfully good people 
who-” 

"My good fellow,” he interrupted, "do you really 
suppose that the British Army at the present moment 
consists of all the best young men in the country? I 
haven’t the least doubt that thousands of the people 
who look on at football matches are far superior to a 
lot of people who’ve joined: you don’t join the Army 
because you feel good, but because you want to do 
your duty.” 

"Well, a lot of people have told me,” I said, "that 
they never felt at all the better for it; they go on hav¬ 
ing just as many difficulties as before, and they don’t 
always conquer them by any means.” 

"The other day,” said he, "a recruit came to his 
Colonel after a month and complained bitterly that his 
chest hadn’t got any bigger, and that he wasn’t any 
taller than when he s.tarted. And do you know what 
the Colonel said?” 

"No,” said L * 
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*'’Nor do I,” said the Recording Angel: *T made 
rather a point of forgetting, for I think* tlvit the 
Colonel was quite right to lose his temper, but the 
main po^nt of his remarks was that if the recruit 
thought the British Army existed for the sake of 
widening his chest he made a considerable mistake. He 
added that he was under the impression that the young 
man had joined the Army to try and serve his country, 
and not to improve his own physique, and that if he 
couldn’t grasp that idea, the sooner he cleared out of 
it the better.” 

"Yes, I see that,” said I, “but surely it doesn’t all 
depend on what a fellow does for himself; he does get 
some good out of it, doesn’t he.^ What is this Spirit 
we hear such a lot about?” 

The Angel was just going to answer me when there 
was the sound of a bugle in the distance and he 
changed his mind. ”Come to the window for a 
minute,” said he; ”it’s a hard thing to put into words, 
and seeing’s believing, you know.” And he drew aside 
the blind and we looked out into the night. 

I wonder if you remember wbat happened to Elisha’s 
servant when the prophet prayed that his eyes should 
be opened. I think he must have uttered that prayer 
about me, for I saw, as he did, that the mountain was 
full of horses and chariots of fire round about. And 
what I saw, of course, I can’t describe, for it has been 
described once for all in the Book of the Revelatibn of 
St. John the Divine—but there were the armies in 
heaven on white horses, clothed in fine linen, white and 
clean. And there was a banner at the head of the 
whole Army, and I don’t-^agine you will need to* be 
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told what that was—but I read the motto beneath it, 
and iUwas “Greater Love hath no man than this, that 
a man lay down his life for his friends.” But there 
were banners, too, with other inscriptions |i)n them, 
and as I was looking at them, “There go the local regi¬ 
ments,” said the Angel: “they’ll interest you.” And 
I saw the banner with the words on it, “Thy need is 
greater than mine,” and side by side with it one with 
a picture of a wounded officer dragging a soldier into 
a narrow trench and putting him in the only place of 
safety. 

“What jolly things those soldiers do,” the Angel 
said over my shoulder: “I sometimes think they have 
the best of both worlds. You know what your own 
Shropshire poet says about them, or rather about the 
53rd: 

'To .skies that knit their heartstrings right, 

To fields that bred them brave, 

The saviours come not home to-night: 

Themselves they could not save.' 

But you mustn’t forget the rest, all the same.” 

And as I looked where he pointed I saw a crowd of 
civilians, doctors and lawyers and parsons, men and 
women, masters and boys, all marching on with 
their heads in the same direction, and right at the 
tail of the procession I saw a small company of people, 
some of whose faces I thought I could recognise. 

“Yes, they are the recruits,” he said; “they haven’t 
got their uniforms yet nor their rifles either, but they 
are learning to keep step. It’s a good tune to march 
to, that tune of Sullivan’s;” and he hummed a bar or 
two of ’Onward, Christian Soldiers.’ 
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’'And now,” he said, shutting the window and turn¬ 
ing round on me, ”I can’t tell you how much*God does 
for them or how much they have to do for themselves, 
but 1 kn^w that the whole Army has one spirit in it, 
and I think I know Whose Spirit it is, and I know 
that a man or a boy is never the same when he has 
sworn to belong to that company and tried to be 
worthy of it, for it is the Blessed Company of all Faith¬ 
ful People.” 


A CONVERSATION 

Of course buildings will not talk much when boys 
are about: it is not to be expected that they should: 
they say a good deal when everyone is in school, or 
after locking up. But the time they like best is a 
Sunday evening in summer just before Chapel. It’s 
the quietest time in the whole year: the only sound is 
that which comes from the choir in Chapel, and there’s 
never anyone about but me, and they seem to have got 
used to that, so that they do not mind talking in my 
presence. 

And so I wasn’t surprised, this evening, to hear a 
conversation going on at that time between the Darwin 
Buildings and the Armoury: I wasn’t surprised, but I 
was a good deal pleased, for I knew that they hadn’t 
always been on the best of tdrms. There had been a 
dispute about a footpath which had put things very 
crooked between them; and, besides that, it’s rather a 
test of friendship to have to live so close together for 
so long, with never a chance of moving. 

And so, I say, I was very glad to hear the Darwin 
Buildings say in quite a ^iendly tone: "And how do 
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you think the war is going?’' The Armoury was 
evidently' pleased. ”Oh, quite well, I think," it said, 
"though the casualty lists are bad reading. I seldom 
have that old song of the Shropshires out of ,my head, 
when I see these people out on parade: 

‘And you will list the bugle 
That blows in lands of morn, 

And make the foes of England 
Be sorry you were born. 

And you till trump of doomsday 
On lands of morn may lie, 

And make the hearts of comrades 
Be heavy when you die.’ 

It’s pretty nearly literally true nowadays," ended the 
Armoury with a sigh. 

"Do you know," ^aid the Darwin Buildings, "I have 
a confession to make, I used to think you were a bit 
of a pro-German; no doubt it was very stupid, but in 
old days 'blood and iron,’ seemed rather too Prussian 
for my taste. It’s very different now." 

The Armoury laughed tolerantly. "Well, I must say 
your conversion’s been pretty complete! And I can’t 
say too much of the way you’ve been helping us. Not 
but what,” it went on, "I’m not at all sure you aren’t 
spoiling the game. Aeroplanes are all very well, 
though what Stonewall Jackson or the Duke would 
have made of them I can’t imagine. But when it 
comes to gas and liquid fire and all that, I sometimes 
wish you’d left it alone. It’s illogical, I know, and 
we gave the whole case away when we took to guns; 
but somehow a. man and a horse and a sword seem 
the right things to make a battle out of; and when I 
think of ah old scientific iraan who couldn’t march a 
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mile making all these devilish inventions, I confess 
I wish you’d kept out of it. But that’s just like con¬ 
verts; they’re always inclined to overdo it.” 

I musf'own that I was a little nervous when I heard 
this, for I was not at all sure how the Darwin Build¬ 
ings would take it. But to my great relief it did not 
seem at all put out. 

’’Perhaps my conversion isn’t quite as complete as 
all tha^,” it said smiling; ’’after all, this is an excep¬ 
tional war, isn’t it.^” ’’Exceptional,” said the 
Armoury, ”I should just think it was! Why, I don't 
suppose that there’s ever been a set of people like the 
Germans, so completely—” ’’Quite so, quite so,” said 
the Darwin Buildings, ’’but that wasn’t exactly what I 
meant. It’s the object of this war that seems to me 
so different to any of the others, and that’s why I’m so 
keen on it.” ”I don’t see what you’re driving at,” 
said the Armoury. ”My idea of the object of the war 

is to beat the Germans, and when I think-” ’’’That’s 

just it,” said the Darwin Buildings, ”I don't think you 
think enough. The object of the war is to finish war 
altogether: I don’t say we shall do it this time, but 
that’s what we’re after. We’ve got to make this war 
as deadly and as desperate and as final as we know 
how, and then at last people will know how absurd 
it is.” 

Now, no one likes hearing his profession caUed 
absurd: and I wasn’t surprised to see that^lili Armoury 
was getting a little ruffled; but it kept its . temper 
nobly. ”I daresay it seems very absurd to yOu,” it 
said: “I’m not a superior person. I can’t say I sefe 
anything very absurd in a*toan going and doin^ t^rhat 
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he’s told, to help his country at the risk of his life. It’s 
generally thought rather fine. I know I’d rather have 
a son of mine dead with his wounds in front in a war 
like this, than have him a learned student in ^ labora¬ 
tory.” 

”Oh, my dear fellow,” said the Darwin Buildings, 
’'don’t misunderstand me; of course I feel that as much 
as you. We’ve had our losses too: 

'Haven’t I held them on my knee. 

Haven’t I laughed to see them growing, 

As likely lads as well could be, 

Handsome, and brave, and not too knowing?’ 

”Oh, I do know all that. But it’s the waste I mind. 
Surely we’ve got a chance after this of starting fresh 
again, and of getting a little more sense into the world. 
Fighting is a silly business when all’s said and done. 
What we have got to do is to 'let the ape and tiger 
die’ out of us, as Tennyson says.” 

The Armoury chuckled. "And do you remember 
what Bishop Creighton said?” it asked. "He said that, 
when you have got the ape and tiger out of people 
there still remains in them the donkey, a much more 
stubborn animal.” 

"Quite so,” said the Darwin Buildings, "that is just 
what I say: people fight because they’re donkeys, and 
they are donkeys because they aren’t educated and they 
aren’t educed because we don’t believe in education. 
Now jf iWrpeople of this country were only scientifi¬ 
cally trained they’d know there were better things to 
do than fighting. Fancy wasting our best brains when 
there are countless things crying out to be done at 
home! why, if I had m]j?:^wSy and people would listen 
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to me we’d make a new country of it. A healthy and 
happy place, instead of one where 125 children out of 
every 1000 die before they are one, and three-quarters 
of the pec9ple live on the verge of starvation.” 

”Oh, come,” said the Armoury, ’’that’s rather strong. 
You’ve got your scientifically trained nation in 
Germany, and how do you like the results? Give me 
our old Public Schools after all. I’d rather have 
Edward Grey than Bethmann-Hollweg any day of the 
week: the Hall told me that the Headmaster said that 
the other day, and I thought it very good sense. Why 
what is the object of education ?” 

And then a strange thing happened. I daresay 
you’ve noticed that a question like that is always sure 
to be answered by every one, whether he’s qualified 
or not; and there began a rare medley of sound—old 
proverbial phrases bandied about so that one could 
hardly detach the sense from the sound. 

”A sound mind in a sound body,” said the five 
courts, and the cricket field said, ’’Hear, hear!” ’’Train 
the eye, and the hand,” said the carpenter’s shop. 
“Study Nature,” said the museum. ’’Cleanliness is 
next to Godliness,” murmured the baths. ’’Rule, 
Britannia,” cried the flagstaff; ’’what was good enough 
for our fathers is good enough for us!” As the din 
died down, I heard a voice which hadn’t spoken before. 
“I know I’m very young,” said the Moser Buildigigs, 
“but, after all, I’ve had a long time to thittk it over 
while Tve^ been building, and I should like to- say a 
word or two. You’re both right in a way, so far as I 
can see—and I don’t like hearing people quarrel when 
there’s nothing to quarrel aboutr-but there’s the 

7 i.. 
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Chapel bell beginning, -and the boys will be coming 
pastnin a minute: I’d rather keep my ideas till next 
Sunday.” 

*'As I was saying,” said the Moser Buildings, "you’re 
both right in a way, and yet you’re both wrong: I know 
that’s an irritating thing to say, but one gets to be 
broad-minded if one has to do with a library and sees 
all the different kinds of things there are to be learnt 
in the world. And my idea is that Beauty is the 
thing that matters.” 

The Armoury and the Darwin Buildings were plain¬ 
ly a little suspicious. ”I don’t know much about Art,” 
said the latter, "and I can’t say I see it has much to 
do with it. Both I and my friend here are plain peo¬ 
ple, and in our different ways we both want to get 
things done; we haven’t the time to spend on consider¬ 
ing whether things look pretty.’" 

"Ah!” said the Moser Buildings, "I see you think of 
Beauty in the narrow sense. I don’t mean that, though 
it’s a good thing in its way. But there's Beauty in a 
scientific experiment, isn’t there? You know a lot 
better than I do the splendid neatness and precision 
with which your people work. And there’s Beauty in 
soldiering, too, though it’s of a different kind. I don’t 
mean the Beauty of equipment: the Household Bri¬ 
gade charging on foot at Ypres were far more beauti¬ 
ful than they’d ever been on parade.” 

"Oh, that’s all right,” said the Armoury, apprecia¬ 
bly mollified, "but it doesn’t seem to get us much 
forrarder. Supposing we are all after Beauty, where 
is it to be found ?” t- 
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’'Well,” said the Moser Buildings, 'There are two 
people whom IVe had to do with lately who’ve taught 
me a lot about it, and they happen to represent your 
two professions: one’s Philip Sidney, and the other’s 
Darwin. You’d be surprised to know how those two 
get on together; and yet it’s not so very surprising, after 
all. One gave his life for his country, and the other 
gave his to the world; but the point is that they both 
gave their lives for a cause they thought good. They 
both cared about truth more than anything else, and 
they neither of them despised small things. Sidney 
didn’t despise the common soldier, and Darwin didn’t 
despise the common earthworm; and that’s why they 
both made names that will live for ever. Love the 
Truth, and give yourself for it—that’s what Beauty is, 
and Education means knowing Beauty whenever and 
wherever you see it, and being ready to give your life 
for the cause. That’s what they try to teach them 
here, and always have done. Ask these young gentle¬ 
men standing outside; they’re always ready to talk 
about their schooldays—rather nonsense it is some¬ 
times, but they’re nice boys. What do you think, 
Philomathes? Is there anything you can say about 
what you learnt at school 

Philomathes was evidently delighted to have a 
chance of talking. "Of course I can," said he, "there 
are a lot of old school songs I could repeat to you If 
you like; of course they were in oldish English, but I’ve 
brought them up to date. There’s a nice one that 
begins: 

'When I first went to school, 1 was stupid and silly; 

Full little I learnt, but ^ learnt willy-nilly. 
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**Oh, nonsense,” said the Moser Buildings, ''that's 
just Sbwagger; you know you were always a very in¬ 
dustrious little boy, though you pretend to be ashamed 
of it. Let’s have something else.” c 

"There’s rather a nice one,” said Philomathes, 
"about the school as a whole: it’s rather long, but you 
won’t mind that. 

'For some the rule of a lord they love 
And for .some of a prince they fear, 

But for us the rule of a single school 
Since the hour that brought us here. 

For we bowed that day to the sovereign sway. .. . .' ” 

"Oh, we know all that,” said the Moser Buildings, 
"let’s get more into detail.” 

"I’m sorry you don’t care for that,” said Philomathes, 
"there are some nice bits later on. 

'At work and game, as the .seasons came, 

Our crowns we laid at her feet,’ 

and 

'She sends us forth to South and North, 

We range to East and West-' 

wouldn’t you like that?” 

"No, no,” said the Moser Buildings, "it’s all right, 
but it’s all so dreadfully commonplace. I must ask 
your brother.” "He’s not my brother,” said Philo¬ 
mathes, grinning, "he’s only me grown older.” "Older 
and wiser, I hope,” said the Moser Buildings. "Now 
then, Polumathes, can you tell us any more about it? 
You’re called a learned fellow; what was it you learnt 
at school?” 

Polumathes seemed to bcfthkiking hard. 
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“It’s not very easy to tell you,” he said at length; 
“perhaps it would be simpler if I sang you a little song 
IVe made up about it. It*s not very good, I know, 
but it’s gjl true so far as it goes.” He cleared his 
throat and began; the tune was one I didn’t know, but 
he sang with great conviction: 

‘There is one great rule that is taught at school 
To every Christian man; 

Nay, Infidel, Heretick, Jew, and Turk 
Know one commandment they may not shirk. 

And that is the law that a boy must ^ ork 
If he’d be a learned man. 

And the second rule that is taught at school 
To every Christian man 
Is to seek for truth wherever it lies, ‘ 

For truth it is that must make us wise, 

And truth is the light that lightens the eyes 
Of every learned man. 

There’s a third great rule that they taught at school. 
And this is the way it ran: 

To fight for the things that a man loves most, 

And to give his life, not counting the cost, 

For a life so given is a life well lost— 

Saith every learned man. 

These be the rules that are taught in schools 
Since first my days began; 

To learn to serve ere you learn to rule, 

Not to serve yourself, but to serve the school: 

And he that keepeth them not is a fool. 

As I am a learned man!” 

“Bravo,” cried the Armoury, “that’s good sense; T 
agree with every word of it.” The Darwin Buildings 
was not quite so. enthusiastic. “It sounds very nice,” 
it said, “and I don’t deny a good deal of it’s true; but 
I can’t say that the part about work and caring for 
truth is so well observed as^e rest of it. And it’s all 
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very well^” it went on, turning to the Moser Buildings, 
“but 5 'ou haven’t really told us why a man should 
care about trutlj and self-sacrifice and all these things; 
we aren’t likely to find out the real object ofreducation 
till we know that.’’ “Ah, there,” said the Moser 
Buildings, “you’re getting a bit out of my depth; I 
know Beauty’s a good thing, and I know there’s a lot 
more beauty to be found than most people look for, 
but when you ask me why it’s beautiful, or what all 
the fighting’s about, you get a little beyond me. Let’s 
ask the Chapel; it’s more the Chapel’s job to settle 
things like that. Have you been listening?” it went 
on, turning to the Chapel. 

“Yes, I’ve heard it all,” said the Chapel, “and I 
think there’s a great.deal in all that you’ve been say¬ 
ing. There’s only one thing you’ve left out, but it's a 
biggish omission—and that’s the Devil. No, don’t 
say, ’Hang theology,’ ” it added to the Darwin Build¬ 
ings, which blushed scarlet: “I only mean that when 
you said last week that there was lots of fighting to 
be done in peace, it was what I call the Devil that has 
to be fought. The Devil’s the Father of Lies, just as 
much as he’s the father of Selfishness, and the father 
of Ugliness; and you three are all fighting him in your 
different ways. He hates good soldiers, and he hates 
good artists, and I haven’t the least doubt that he 
simply loathes good men of science. And as for our 
young friend here,” it went on, looking at Polumathes, 
“perhaps what he said was a bit exuberant; but when 
is a fellow to let himself go a bit, if not when he’s 
talking about his own school? And he’s quite right 
in what he said about the things they try to teach them 
here; some learn better tlfen others, of course, but I 
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think they all learn a little. And anyhow, just when 
they’re leaving, they try and remember what they’ve 
learnt. You’d know more about it if, you’d had my 
chances c£ hearing them sing. There’s a hymn they’re 
practising to-night, for instance—why, there it is!” 
And in the distance we could all hear the music of the 
organ, and all the buildings were very silent as we 
listened to the words that were borne on the air: 

"Lord, Thou hast brought us to our journey’s end: 

Once more to Thee our evening prayers ascend; 

Once more we stand to praise Thee for the past; 

Grant prayer and praise be honest at the last! 

For all the joys which Thou hast deigned to share. 

For all the pains which Thou hast helped to bear, 

For all our friends, in life and death the same. 

We thank Thee, Lord, and praise Thy glorious name. 

If from Thy paths, by chastening undismayed, 

If for Thy gifts ungrateful, we have strayed. 

If in Thy house our prayers were faint and few. 

Forgive, O Lord, and build our hearts anew. 

If we have learnt to feel our neighbour’s need. 

To fight for truth in thought and word and deed. 

If these be lessons which the years have taught. 

Then stablish. Lord, what "Thou in us hast wrought. 
So be our rest Thy palaces most fair. 

Not built with hands, whose stones Thy praise declare: 
Where war is not, and all Thy sons are free. 

Where Thou art known, and all is known in Thee!" 
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been his vocation from the first, and there is no living ^writer who 
has contributed- so profusely to contemporary periodicals as h#. Mr. 
Chesterton has shown his skill in every form of literature; brilliant 
detective stories such as The Innocence of Father Brown, and The 
Wisdom of ^Father Brown; novels such as The Napoleon of Netting 
Hill, and The Man who was Thursday; biographies, of Browning 
and Dickens; books of criticism on The Victorian Age in Literature 
and on George Bernard Shaw, and a Short History of England; a 
clever play, Magic and numerous volumes of essays under such titles 
as All Things Considered, Tremendous Trifles, Alarms and Dis- 
cursions. Generally Speaking, <and What's Wrong with the World, 

Mr. Chesterton is a very stimulating writer, full of vitality and 
rich in commonsense, a big man with big ideas. . His strength as 
a writer does not depend on profundity of thought or originality of 
views, but on his astonishing dexterity of expression, his inventive¬ 
ness of phrase, his rollicking vigour in attack, his ingenuity in 
epigram, analogy and paradox, and his stout defence of his particular 
ideals of individual life and liberty against industrialism and materia¬ 
lism in all its aspects. His philosophy, as a modern critic has said, 
“is sublimated public opinion minus the opinion of the intellectuals." , 

PATRIOTISM AND SPORT 

I NOTICE that some papers, especially papers that 
call themselves patriotic, have fallen into quite a panic 
over the fact that we have been twice beaten in the 
world of sport, that a Frenchman has beaten us at golf, 
and that Belgians have beaten us at rowing. I suppose 
that the incidents are important to any people who 
ever believed in the self-satisfied English legend on 
this subject. I suppose that there are men who 
vaguely believe that we could never be beaten 1^ a 
Frenchman, despite the fact that we have often been 
beaten by Frenchmen, and once by a French-woman. 
In the old pictures in Punch you will find a recurring 
piece of satire. The English caricaturists alwajrs 
assumed tl^at a Frenchman could not ride to; hounds 
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or enjoy, English hunting. It did not seem to occur 
to th(?m that all the people who founded English hunt¬ 
ing were Frencjimen. All the Kings and nobles who 
originally rode to hounds spoke French. Large num¬ 
bers of those Englishmen who still ride to hounds have 
French names. I suppose that the thing is important 
to any one who is ignorant of such evident matters as 
these. I suppose that if a man has ever believed that 
we English have some sacred and separate right to be 
athletic, such reverses do appear quite enormous and 
shocking. They feel as if, while the proper sun was 
rising in the east, some other and unexpected sun had 
begun to rise in the north-north-west by north. For 
the benefit, the moral and intellectual benefit of such 
people, it may be worth while to point out that the 
Anglo-Saxon has in these cases been defeated precise¬ 
ly by those competitors whom he has always regarded 
as being out of the running; by Latins, and by Latins 
of the most easy and unstrenuous type; not only by 
Frenchmen, but by Belgians. All this, I say, is worth 
telling to any intelligent person who believes in the 
haughty theory of Anglo-Saxon superiority. But, then, 
no intelligent person does believe in the haughty theory 
of Anglo-Saxon superiority. No quite genuine 
Englishman ever did believe in it. And the genuine 
Englishman these defeats will in no respect dismay. 

The genuine English patriot will know that the 
strength of England has never depended upon any 
of these things; that the glory of England had never 
had anything to do with them, except in the opinion of 
a large section of the rich and a loose section of the 
poor which copies the idleness of the rich. These 
people will, of course, thftik too much of our failure 
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just as they thought too much of our success. The 
typical Jingoes who have admired their countrymen too 
much for being conquerors will, doubtless, despise their 
countryn^en too much for being conquered. But the 
Englishman with any feeling for England will know 
that athletic failures do not prove that England is 
weak, any more than athletic successes proved that 
England was strong. The truth is that athletics, like 
all other things especially modern, are insanely 
individualistic. The Englishmen who win sporting 
prizes are exceptional among Englishmen, for the 
simple reason that they are exceptional even among 
men. English athletes represent England just about 
as much as Mr. Barnum's freaks represent America. 
There are so few of such people in the whole world 
that it is almost a toss-up whether they are found in 
this or that country. 

If any one wants a simple proof 'of this, it is easy 
to find. When the great English athletes are not 
exceptional Englishmen they are generally not English¬ 
men at all. Nay, they are often representatives of 
races of which the average tone is specially incompat¬ 
ible with athletics. For instance, the English are 
supposed to rule the natives of India in virtue of their 
superior hardiness, superior activity, superior health 
of body and mind. The Hindus are supposed to be 
our subjects because they are less fond of action, less 
fond of openness and the open air. In a word^ less 
fond of cricket. And, substantially, this is protably 
true, that the Indians are less fond of cricket. .All the 
same, if you ask among Englishmen for the very best 
cricket-player, you will find that he is an Indian. Or, 
to taike another case: it is,»broadly speaking, true that 
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the Jews are, as a race, pacific, intellectual, indifferent 
to wafj lilce the Indians, or, perhaps, contemptuous of 
war, like the C|jiinese: nevertheless, of the very good 
prize-fighters, one or two have been Jews. # 

This is one of the strongest instances of the parti¬ 
cular kind of evil that arises from our English form of 
the worship of athletics. It concentrates too much upon 
the success of individuals. It began, quite naturally 
and rightly, with wanting* England to win. The 
second stage was that it wanted some Englishmen to 
win. The third stage was (in the ecstasy and agony 
of some special competition) that it wanted one partic¬ 
ular Englishman to win. And the fourth stage was 
that when he had won, it discovered that he was not 
even an Englishman. , 

This is one of the points, I think, on which some¬ 
thing might really be said for Lord Roberts and his 
rather vague ideas which vary between rifle clubs and 
conscription. Whatever may be the advantages or 
disadvantages otherwise of the idea, it is at least an 
idea of procuring equality and a sort of average in the 
athletic capacity of the people; it might conceivably, 
act as a corrective to our mere tendency to see ourselves 
in certain exceptional athletes. As it is, there arc 
millions of Engjlishmen who really think that they are 
a muscular race; because C. B. Fry is an Englishman. 
And there are many of them who think vaguely that 
athletics must belong to England because Ranjitsinhji 
is an Indian. 

But the real historic strength of England, physical 
and moral, has never had anything to do with thi5 
athletic specialism; it has Been rather hindered by it. 
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Somebody said that the JBattle of Waterloo was won 
on Eton playing-fields. It was a particularly "unfortun¬ 
ate rem?irk, for the English contribution to the victory 
of WateMoo depended very much more than is common 
in victories upon the steadiness of the rank and file in 
an almost desperate situation. The Battle of Water¬ 
loo was won by the stubbornness of the common 
soldier—that is to say, it \yas won by the man who had 
never been to Eton. It was absurd to say that Water¬ 
loo was won on Eton cricket-fields. But it might have 
been fairly said that Waterloo was won on the village 
green, where clumsy boys played a very clumsy cricket. 
In a word, it was the average of the nation that was 
strong, and athletic glories do not indicate much about 
the average of a nation. Waterloo was not won by 
good cricket-players. But Waterloo was won by bad 
cricket-players, by a mass of men who had some mini¬ 
mum of athletic instincts and habits. It is a good sign 
in a nation when such things are done badly. It shows 
that all the people are doing them. And it is a bad 
sign in a nation when such things are done very well, 
for it shows that only a few experts and eccentrics are 
doing them, and that the natiqn is merely looking on. 
Suppose that whenever we heard of walking in 
England it ^always meant walking forty-five miles a day 
without fatigue. We should be perfectly certain that 
only a few men were walking at all, and that all the. 
other British subjects were being wheeled aboj^t in 
Bath-chairs. But if when we hear of walking it means 
slow walking, painful walking,, and frequent fatigue, 
then we know that the mass of the nation still is walk¬ 
ing. We know that England is still literally op its 
feet. . 
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Vhe difficulty is therefore that the actual raising of 
the stgindlird of athletics has probably been bad for 
national athleticism. Instead of the tournament being 
a healthy meUe into which any ordinary m^n would 
rush and take his chance, it has become a fenced and 
guarded tilting-yard for the collision of particular 
champions against whom no ordinary man would pit 
himself or even be permitted to pit himself. If Water¬ 
loo was won on Eton cricket-fields it was because Eton 
cricket was probably much more careless then than 
it is now. As long as the game was a game, every¬ 
body wanted to join in it. When it becomes an art, 
every one wants to look at it. When it was frivolous 
it may have won Waterloo: when it was serious and 
efficient it lost Magersfontein. 

In the Waterloo period there was a general rough- 
and-tumble athleticism among average Englishmen. It 
cannot be re-created by cricket, or by conscription, or 
by any artificial means. It was a thing of the soul. 
It came out of laughter, religion, and the spirit of the 
place. But it was like the modern French duel in this 
—that it might happen to anybody. If. I were a French 
journalist it might really happen that Monsieur 
Clemenceau might challenge me to meet him with 
pistols. But I do not think that it is a't all likely that 
Mr. C. B. Fry will ever challenge me to meet him with 
cricket-bats. 

THE LITTLE BIRDS WHO WONT SING 

On my last morning on the Flemish coast, when I 
knew that in a few hours I should be in England, my 
eye fell upon one of the details of Gothic carving of 
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which Flanders is full. I do not know whether tl^e 
thing was old, though it was certainly knocked^about 
and indecipherable, but at least it was. certainly in,the 
style andj^tradition of the early Middle Ages. It seem¬ 
ed to represent men bending themselves (not to say 
twisting themselves) to certain primary employments. 
Some seemed to be sailors tugging at ropes; others, I 
think, were reaping; others were energetically pouring 
something into something else. This is entirely char¬ 
acteristic of the pictures and carvings of the early 
thirteenth century, perhaps the most purely vigorous 
time in all history. The great Greeks preferred to 
carve their gods and heroes doing nothing. Splendid 
and philosophic as their composure is there is always 
about it something that marks the master of many 
slaves. But if there was one thing the early mediaevals 
liked it was representing people doing something— 
hunting or hawking, or rowing boats, or treading 
grapes, or making shoes, or cooking something in a 
pot. "Quicquid agunt homines votum timor ira 
voluptas.” (I quote from memory.) The Middle 
Ages is full of that spirit in all its monuments and 
manuscripts. Chaucer retains it in his jolly insistence 
on everybody’s type of trade and toil. It was the earli¬ 
est and youngest resurrection of Europe, the time when 
social order was strengthening, but had not yet become 
oppressive; the time when religious faiths were strong, 
but had not yet been exasperated.. For this reason the 
whole effect of Greek and Gothic carving is different. 
The figures in the Elgin marbles, though often rearing 
their steeds for an instant in the air, seem frozen for 
ever at that perfect instant. But a mass of mediaeval 
carving seems actually a ^rt of bustle or hubbub in 
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stone. Sometimes one cannot help feeling that the 
groups actually move and mix, and the whole front of 
a great cathedr^i has the hum of a huge hive. , 

« « « « 

But about these particular figures there was a 
peculiarity of which I could not be sure. Those of 
them that had any heads had very curious heads, and 
it seemed to me that they had their mouths open. 
Whether or no this really meant anything or was an 
accident of nascent art I do not know; but in the course 
of wondering I recalled to my mind the fact that sing¬ 
ing was connected with many of the tasks there suggest¬ 
ed, that there were songs for reapers reaping and songs 
for sailors hauling ropes. I was still thinking about 
this small problem when I walked along the pier at 
Ostend, and I heard some sailors uttering a measured 
shout as they laboured, and I remembered that sailors 
still sing in chorus while they work, and even sing 
different songs according to what part of their work 
they are doing. And a little whil.e afterwards, when 
my sea journey was over, the sight of men working 
in the English fields reminded me again that there are 
still songs for harvest and for many agricultural rou¬ 
tines. And I suddenly wondered why if this were so 
it should be quite unknown for any modern trade to 
have a ritual poetry.^ How did people come to chant 
rude poems while pulling certain ropes or gathering 
certain fruit, and why did nobody do anything of the 
kind while producing any of the modern things.? Why 
is a modern newspaper never printed by people singipg 
in chorus.? Why do shopmen seldom, if ever, sing? 
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If reapers sing while reaping, why should not audit¬ 
ors sing while auditing and bankers while banking? If 
there a^e songs for all the separate Aings that have 
to be dtijne in a boat, why are there not songs for all 
the separate things that have to be done in a bank? 
As the train from Dover flew through the Kentish 
gardens, I tried to write a few songs suitable for com¬ 
mercial gentlemen. Thus, the work of bank clerks 
when casting up columns might begin with a thunder¬ 
ing chorus in praise of Simple Addition. 

"Up my lads, and lift the ledgers, sleep and ease are o'er. 

Hear the Stars of Morning shouting; Two and Two are Four.’ 

Though the creeds and realms are reeling^ though the sophists roar, 
Though we weep and pawn our watches, Two and Two are Four." 

And then, of course, we should need another song for 
times of financial crisis and courage, a song with a 
more fierce and panic-striken metre, like the rushing 
of horses in the night— 

"There’s a run upon the Bank— 

Stand away! 

For the Manager’s a crank and the Secretary drank, and the Upper 
Tooting Bank 

Turns to bay! 

Stand close: there is a run 
On the Bank. 

Of our ship, our royal one, let the ringing legend run, that she 
fired with every gun 

Ere she sank." 

And as I came into the cloud of London I met a 
friend of mine who actually is in a bank, and submitted 
these suggestions in rhyme to him for use among his 
colleagues, fiut he was not very hopeful about the 
matter. It was not (he assured me) that he under¬ 
rated the verses, or in any tfense lamented their lac^ of 
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polish. No; it was rather, he felt, an indefinable some¬ 
thing in file very atmosphere of the society in which 
we live that m^kes it spiritually difficult to sing in 
banks. And I ‘think he must be right; though the 
matter is very mysterious. I may observe here that I 
think there must be some mistake in the calculations 
of the Socialists. They put down all our distress not 
to a moral tone, but to the chaos of private enterprise. 
Now, banks are private; but post-offices are Socialistic: 
therefore 1 naturally expected that the post-office would 
fall intf) the collectivist idea of a chorus. Judge of 
my surprise when the lady in my local post-office 
(whom I urged to sing) dismissed the idea with far 
more coldness than the bank clerk had done. She 
seemed, indeed, to be in a considerably greater state of 
depression than he. Should any one suppose that this 
was the effect of the verses themselves, it is only fair 
to say that the specimen verse of the Post-Office Hymn 
ran thus— 

’’O’er London our letters are shaken like snow, 

Our wires o’er the world like the thunderbolts go. 

The news that may marry a maiden in Sark, 

Or kill an old lady in Finsbury Park.” 

Chorus (with a swing of joy and energy): 

"Or kill an old lady in Finsbury Park.” 

And the more I thought about the matter the more 
painfully certain it seemed that the most important and 
typical modern things could not be done with a chorus. 
One could not, for instance, be a great financier and 
sing; because the essence of being a great financier is 
that you keep quiet. You could not even in many 
modern circles be a public man and sing; because in 
those circles the essence of being a public man is that 
you do nearly everything i«i private. Nobody would 
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imagine a “chorus of money-lenders. Every one knows 
the story of the solicitors’ corps of volunteera who, 
when tl\e Colonel bn the battlefield cri^d "Charge!” all 
said sirrXiltaneously, "Six-and-eightpence.” Men can 
sing while charging in a military, but hardly in a legal 
sense. And at the end of my reflections I had really 
»got no further than the sub-conscious feeling of my 
friend the bank-clerk—that there is something spirit¬ 
ually suffocating about our life; not about our laws 
merely, but about our life. Bank-clerks are without 
songs not because they are poor, but because they are 
sad. Sailors are much poorer. As I passed home¬ 
wards I passed a little tin building of some religious 
sort, which was shaken with shouting as a trumpet is 
torn with its own tongue. They were singing any¬ 
how; and I had for an instant a fancy I had often had 
before: that with us the super-human is the only place 
where you can find the human. Human nature is 
hunted, and has fled into sanctuary. 

THE TWELVE MEN 

The other day, while I was meditating on morality 
and Mr. H. Pitt, I was, so to speak, snatched up and 
put into a jury box to try people. The snatching took 
some weeks, but to me it seemed something sudden 
and arbitrary. I was put into this box because I lived 
in Battersea, and my name began with a C. Looking 
round me, I saw that there were also summoned and 
in attendance in the court whole crowds and proces¬ 
sions of men, all of whom lived in Battersea, and ail of 
whose names began with a C. 
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It seems that they always summon jurymen in this 
sweeping alphabetical way. At one official blow, so 
to speak, Batters.ea is denuded of all its C’s, and left to 
get on as best it can with the rest of the alpWLbet. A 
Cumberpatch is missing from one street—a Chizzol- 
pop from another—three Chucksterfields from Chuck¬ 
s'erfield House; the children are crying out for an, 
absent Cadgerboy; the woman at the street corner is 
weeping for her Coffintop, and will not be comforted. 
We settle down with a rollicking ease into our seats 
(for we are a bold, devil-may-care race, the C’s of 
Battersea), and an oath is administered to us in a 
totally inaudible manner by an individual resembling 
an Army surgeon in his second childhood. We under¬ 
stand, however, that we are well and truly to try the 
case between our sovereign lord the King and the pris¬ 
oner at the bar, neither of whom has put in an appear¬ 
ance as yet. 

« « He )K iK 

Just when I was wondering whether the King and 
the prisoner were, perhaps, coming to an amicable 
understanding in Some adjoining public-house, the 
prisoner’s head appears above the barrier of the dock; 
he is accused of stealing bicycles, and he is the living 
image of a great friend of mine. We go into the 
matter of the stealing of the bicycles. We do well 
a^d truly try the case between the King and the pris¬ 
oner in the affair of the bicycles. And we come to the 
conclusion, after a brief but reasonable discussion, that* 
the King is not in any way implicated. Then we pass 
on to a woman who neglected her children, and who 
looks as if somebody or something had neglected her. 
And I am one of those whd fancy that something had- 
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All the time that the eye took in these light appear¬ 
ances and the brain passed these light criticisms^ there 
was in ^fhe heart a barbaric pity and -fear which men 
have ne\fcr been able to utter from the beginning, but 
which is the power behind half the poems of the world.. 
The mood cannot even inadequately be suggested, ex- 
.cept faintly by this statement that tragedy is the high¬ 
est expression of the infinite value of human life. 
Never had I stood so close to pain; and never so far 
away from pessimism. Ordinarily, I should not have 
spoken of these dark emotions at all, for speech about 
them is too difficult; but I mention them now for a 
specific and particular reason to the statement of which 
I will proceed at once. I speak of these feelings be¬ 
cause out of the furnace of them there came a curious 
realization of a political or. social truth. I saw with 
a queer and indescribable kind of clearness what a jury 
really is, and why we must never let it go. 

The trend of our epoch up to this time has been con¬ 
sistently towards specialism and professionalism. We 
tend to have trained soldiers because they fight better, 
trained singers because they sing better, trained danc¬ 
ers because they dance better, specially instructed 
laughers because they laugh better, and so on and so 
. on. The principle has been applied to law and poli¬ 
tics by innumerable modern writers. Many Fabians 
have insisted that a greater part of our political work 
should be performed by experts. Many legalists Jhave 
.declared that the untrained jury should be altogether 
supplanted by the trained judge. 

* « 41 41 41 

Now, if this world, of ours were really what is call¬ 
ed reasonable, I do not kifbw that there would be any 
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fault to find with this. But the true result of all ex¬ 
perience and the true foundation of all religion is this. 
That the four of five things that it is most piyictically 
essential that a man should know, are all/of them 
what people call paradoxes. That is to say, that 
though we all find them in life to be mere plain truths, 
yet we cannot easily state them in words without being 
guilty of seeming verbal contradictions. One of them, 
for instance, is the unimpeachable platitude that the 
man who finds most pleasure for himself is often the 
man who least hunts for it. Another is the 
paradox of courage; the fact that the way to avoid 
death is not co have too much aversion to it. Who¬ 
ever is careless enough of his bones to climb some 
hopeless cliff above the tide may save his bones by that 
carelessness. Whoever will lose his life, the same 
shall save it; an entirely practical and prosaic state¬ 
ment. 

Now, one of these four or five paradoxes which 
should be taught to every infant prattling at his 
mother’s knee is the following: That the more a man 
looks at a thing, the less he can see it, and the more 
a man learns a thing the less he knows it. The Fabian 
argument of the expert, that the man who is trained 
should be the man who is trusted would be absolute¬ 
ly unanswerable if it were really true that a man who 
studied a thing and practised it every day went on see¬ 
ing more and more of its significance. But he does 
not. He goes on seeing less and less of its significance. 
In the same way, alas! we all go on every day, unless 
we are continually goading ourselves into gratitude 
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and humility, seeing less and less of the significance 
of the sky or the stones. ' , 

♦ ♦ ♦; ♦ 

NoWj^^t is a terrible business to mark a man out for 
the’ vengean(;e of men. But it is a thing to which a 
man can grow accustomed, as he can to other terrible 
things; he can even grow accustomed to the sun. And 
the horrible thing about all legal officials, even the 
best, about all judges, magistrates, barristers, detec¬ 
tives, and policemen, is not that they are wicked (some 
of them are good), not that they are stupid (several 
of them are quite intelligent), it is simply that they 
have got used to it. 

Strictly they do not see the prisoner in the dock; 
all they see is the usual man in the usual place. They 
do not see the awful court of judgment; they only see 
their own workshop. Therefore, the instinct of 
Christian civilization has most wisely declared that into 
their judgments there shall upon every occasion be 
infused fresh blood and fresh thoughts from the 
streets. Men shall come in who can see the court and 
the crowd, and coarse faces of the policemen and the 
professional criminals, the wasted faces of the wastrels, 
the unreal faces of the gesticulating counsel, and see 
it all as one sees a new picture or a play hitherto un¬ 
visited. 

Our civilization has decided, and very justly decided, 
that determining the guilt or innocence of men is a 
thing too important to be trusted to trained men. It 
wishes for light upon that awful matter, it asks men 
who know no more law than I know, but who can feel 
the things that I felt in the jury box. When it wants 
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a library catalogued, or the solar system discovered, 
or any .trifle of that kind, it uses up its specialists. But 
when it wishes anything done which is really/ierious, 
it collects twelve of the ordinary men standing round. 
The same thing was done, if I remember right,-by 
the Founder of Christianity. 
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"Alpha of the Plough" was the pen-name used fhr some time 
by Mr. A- 6. Gardiner when his essays were appearing regularly in 
the Star. Under the initials A. G. G. he contributed a .series of 
very attractive character sketches and pen-portraits of PiS famous 
contemporaries of Victorian and modern times; sketches to the 
Daily News, of which he was editor from 1902 to 1919. They were 
afterwards published in four volumes entitled Prophets, Priests and 
Kings, Pillars of Society, The War-Lords, and Certain People of 
Importance. These short biographical essays deal with outstanding 
personalities in every walk of life: poets and politicians, war-lords 
and pacifists, kings and republicans, philosophers and eccentrics, 
Utopians and capitalists, sportsmen and intellectuals. Men so widely 
different in character and position as the ex-Kaiser, Lord Asquith, 
H. G. Wells, Andrew Carnegie, Lord Curzon, Henry Ford, Bernard 
Shaw, the Jam Sahib of Nawnagar, Lord Northcliffe, Charlie Chaplin, 
and Mussolini are portrayed with remarkable knowledge and insight, 
generous appreciation of their various gifts and achievements, and 
frank but good humoured criticism of their failings and foibles. 
Despite the lapse of time since they were first published, it has not 
been found necessary except in very few instances to revise the 
judgements or dispute the authors estimates of the chief celebrities 
of our times. The ordinary reader will find these volumes a valua¬ 
ble storehouse of information regarding the principal personalities 
that have left their impress on modern civilisation. 

Mr. Gardiner is not merely a keen judge of character in exalted 
places, but also a diligent observer of everyday life. He is a 
kindly humorist, who has delighted a wide public with his weekly 
essays on a variety of topics of no grave importance such as pockets, 
catching the train, early rising, giving up tobacco, umbrella morals, 
cosmetics, reading in bed, cats and dogs, and falling in love. These 
papers make no serious pretensions, literary or otherwise, they are 
simply the playful and light-hearted reflections of a good-natured, 
cultivated man of the world with a keen but charitable eye for the 
whims and absurdities of his fellowmen, and a pleasing candour as 
to his own. They are none the less of exceptional value as examples 
of the modern English essay in its lighter forms. They have been 
collected in two volumes, Pebbles on the Shore and Leaves in the 
Wind. Mr. Gardiner is also the author of two important biographies, 
one of Sir William Harcourt, and^the other of George Cadbury. 
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ON UMBRELLA MORALS 

A SHARP shower came on as I walked along the 
Strand,%ut I did not put up my umbrella. The truth 
is I coufan’t put up my umbrella. The frame would 
not work for one thing, and if it had worked, I would 
not have put the thing up, for 1 would no more be 
seen under such a travesty of an umbrella than 
Falstaff would be seen marching through Coventry with 
his regiment of ragamuffins. The fact is, the umbrella 
is not my umbrella at all. It is the umbrella of some 
person who I hope will read these lines. He has got 
my silk umbrella. I have got the cotton one he left 
in exchange. I imagine him flaunting along the 
Strand under my umbrella, and throwing a scornful 
glance at the fellow who was carrying his abomination 
and getting wet into the bargain. I daresay the rascal 
chuckled as he eyed the said abomination. "Ah,’' he 
said gaily to himself, did you in that time, old boy. 
I know that thing. It won’t open for nuts. And it 
folds up like a sack. Now, this umbrella ...” 

But I leave him to his unrighteous communings. 
He is one of those people who have what I may call 
an umbrella conscience. You know the sort of person 
I mean. He would never put his hand in another’s 
pocket, or forge a cheque or rob a till—not even if he 
had the chance. But he will swop umbrellas, or forget 
to return a book, or take a rise out of the railway 
company. In fact he is a thoroughly honest marf who 
allows his honesty the benefit of the doubt. Perhaps 
he takes your umbrella at random from the barber’s 
stand. He knows he can’t get a worse one than his 
own. He may get a better. He doesn’t look at it very 
closely until he is well onliis way. Then, “Dear me! 
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Tve taken the wrong umbrella/* he says, with an air 
of surprise, for he likes really to feel that he has made 
a mistake. ”Ah, well, it‘s no use going ba^k now. 
He’d be gone. And Vve left him mine!” f 

It is thus that we play hide-and-seek with our own 
conscience. It is not enough not to be found out by 
others; we refuse to be found out by ourselves. Quite 
impeccable people, people who ordinarily seem un¬ 
spotted from the world, are afflicted with umbrella 
morals. It was a well-known preacher who was found 
dead in a first-class railway carriage with a third-class 
ticket in his pocket. 

And as for books, who has any nrtorals where they 
are concerned 7 I remember some years ago the library 
of a famous divine and literary critic, who had died, 
being sold. It was a splendid library of rare books, 
chiefly concerned with seventeenth-century writers, 
about whom he was a distinguished authority. Multi¬ 
tudes of the books had the marks of libraries all over 
the country. He had borrowed them and never found 
a convenient opportunity of returning them. They 
clung to him like precedents to law. Yet he was a 
holy man and preached admirable sermons, as I can 
bear witness. And, if you press me on the point, I 
shall have to own that it is hard to part with a book 
you have come to love.. 

Indeed, the only sound rule about books is that 
adopted by the man who was asked by a friend to lend 
him a certain volume. “I’m sorry,” he said, ”but I 
can't.” ’'Haven’t you got it.^” asked the other. 
”Yes, I’ve got it,” he said, ’’but I make it a rule never 
to lend books. You see, fiobody ever returns them. 



A. G. GARDINER 


221 


I know it ‘is so from my own experience. Here, come 
with me.” And he led the way to his library^ “There,” 
said he “four thousand volumes. Every—one-^of— 
’em—bcferowed.” No, never lend books. You can’t 
trust your dearest friend there. I know. Where is 
that Gil Bias gone.^ Eh.? And that Silvio Pellico? 
And . . . But why continue the list ... He knows. 
He knows. 

And hats. There are people who will exchange 
hats. Now that is unpardonable. That goes out¬ 
side that dim borderland of conscience where honesty 
and dishonesty dissemble. No one can put a strange 
hat on without being aware of the fact. Yet it is done. 
I once hung a silk hat up in the smoking-room of the 
House of Commons. When I wanted it, it was gone. 
And there was no silk hat left in its place. I had to 
go out bareheaded through Palace Yard and Whitehall 
to buy another. I have often wondered who was the 
gentleman who put my hat on and carried his own 
in his hand. Was he a Tory.? Was he a Radical.? 
It can’t have been a' Labour man, for no Labour man 
could put a silk hat on in a moment of abstraction. 
The thing would scorch his brow. Fancy Will Crooks 
in a silk hat! One would as soon dare to play with 
the fancy of the Archbishop of Canterbury in a bowler 
—a thought which seems almost impious. 

It is possible, of course, that the gentleman wha took 
my silk umbrella did really make a mistake. Perhaps 
if he knew the owner he would return it with his com¬ 
pliments. The thing has been done. Let me give an 
illustration. I have myself exchanged umbrellas-^ 
often. I hope I have dolle it honestly, but one can 
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never be quite sure. Indeed, now I come tt) think of 
it, that silk umbrella itself was not mine. It was one 
of a long series of exchanges in which I had sq^hetirgies 
gained and sometimes lost. My most immorable 
exchange was at a rich man’s house where I had been 
invited to dine with some politicians. It was summer¬ 
time, and the weather being dry I had not occasion for 
some days afterwards to carry an umbrella. Then one 
day a sensation reigned in our household. There had 
been discovered in the umbrella-stand an umbrella with 
a gold band and a gold tassle, and the name of a 
certain statesman engraved upon it. There had never 
been such a super-umbrella in our house before. Before 
its golden splendours we were at once humbled and 
terrified—^humbled by its magnificence, terrified by its 
presence. I felt as though I had been caught in the 
act of stealing the British Empire. I wrote a hasty 
letter to the owner, told him I admired his politics, but 
had never hoped to steal his umbrella; then hailed a 
cab, and took the umbrella and th« note to the nearest 
dispatch office. , . A i: 

He was very nice about it, and in returning my own 
umbrella took all the blame on himself. *‘What,” he 
said, “between the noble-looking gentleman who 
thrust a hat on my head, and the second noble-looking 
gentleman who handed me a coat, and the third noble¬ 
looking gentleman who put an umbrella in my hand, 
and the fourth noble-looking gentleman who flung me 
into a carriage, I hadn’t the. least idea what I was 
taking. I was too bewildered by all the noble flunkeys 
to refuse anything that wasi-offered me.” 
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Be it observed, it was the name on the umbrella that 
saved the situation in this case. That is the -way to 
circum'^ent the man with an umbrella conscience. I 
see him^^yeing his exchange with a secret joy; then he 
observes the name and address and his solemn convic¬ 
tion that he is an honest man does the rest. After my 
experience to-day, I think I will engrave my name on 
my umbrella. But not on that baggy thing standing 
in the corner. I do not care who relieves me of that. 
It is anybody’s for the taking. 

IN DEFENCE OF IGNORANCE 

A YOUNG man wrote to me the other day lamenting 
his ignorance and requesting me to tell him what books 
to read and what to do in order to become learned and 
wise. I sent him a civil answer and such advice as 
occurred to me. But I confess that the more I thought 
of the matter the less assured I felt of my competence 
for the task. I ceased to be flattered by the implied 
tribute to my omniscience, and felt rather like a person 
who gives up a third-class ticket after he has ridden 
in a first-class carriage might feel. I surveyed my title 
to this reputation for learning, and was shocked at 
the poverty of my estate. As I contrasted the mount¬ 
ain of things I didn’t know with the molehill of things 
I did know, my self-esteem sank to zero. Why, my 
dear young sir, thought I, I cannot pay twopence in the 
pound. I am nothing but the possessor of a wide¬ 
spread ignorance. Why should you come to me for 
a loan ? 

1 begin with myself—this body of me that is carried 
about on a pair of cunnifigly-devised stilts and waves 
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a couple of branches with five flexible twigs at the 
end of»each, and is surmounted by a large round knob 
with wonderful 4ittle orifices, and glittering/jewels, 
and a sort of mat for a covering, and whi/i utters 
strange noises and speaks and sings and laughs and 
cries. Bless me, said It what do I know about it.? I 
am a, mere bundle of mysteries in coat and breeches. 
I couldn’t tell you where my epiglottis is or what it 
does without looking in a dictionary. I have been 
told, but I always forget. I am little better than the 
boy in the class. ”Where is the diaphragm.?” asked the 
teacher. "Please sir, in North Staffordshire,” said the 
boy. I may laugh at the boy, but any young medical 
student would laugh just as much at me if I told him 
honestly what I do not know about the diaphragm. 
And when it comes to the ultimate mysteries of this 
aggregation of atoms which we call the human body 
the medical student and, inc^d, the whole Medical 
Faculty would be' found to be nearly as ignorant as the 
boy was about the diaphragm. 

From myself I pass to all the phenomena of life, 
and wherever I turn I fmd myself exploring what 
Carlyle calls the ‘'great, deep sea of Nescience on 
which we float like exhalations that are and then are 
not.” I see Orion striding across the southern heavens, 
and feel the wonder and the majesty of that stupendous 
spectacle, but if I ask myself what I know about it I 
have no answer. And even the knowledge of the 
most learned astronomer only touches the fringe of the 
immensity. What is beyond—beyond—beyond.? His 
mind is balked, as mine is, almost at the threshold of 
the mighty paradox of a universe which we can con¬ 
ceive neither as finite nor a^ infinite, which is untbink- 
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able as having limits and unthinkable as having* no 
limits. As the flowers come on in summer I <ilways 
learn tJ^ir names, but 1 know that I shall have to learn 
them ag^in next year. And as to the mystery of their 
being, by* what miracle they grow and transmute the 
secretions of the earth and air into life and beauty— 
why, my dear young sir, I am no more communicative 
than the needy knife-grinder. ’’Story God bless you, 

I have none to tell, sir.” 

I cannot put my hand to anything outside my little 
routine without finding myself meddling with things 
I don’t understand. 1 was digging in the garden just 
now and came upon a patch of ground with roots deep 
down. Some villainous pest, said I, some enemy of 
my carrots and potatoes. Have at them! J felt like 
a knight charging to the rescue of innocence. I plung¬ 
ed the fork deeper and deeper and tore at the roots, 
and grew breathless and perspiring. Even now I ache 
with the agonies of that titanic combat. And the more 
I fought the more infinite became the ramifications of 
those roots. And so I called for the expert advice of 
the young person who was giving some candy to her 
bees in the orchard. She came, took a glance into the 
depths and said: "Yes, you are pulling up that tree.” 
And she pointed to an ivy-grown tree in the hedge a 
dozen yards away. Did I feel foolish, young sir.^ Of 
course I felt foolish, but not more foolish than I have 
felt on a thousand other occasions. And you jisk me 
for advice. 

I recall one among many of these occasions‘for my 
chastening. When I was young I was being driven 
one day through a woodland country by an old fellow 
who kept an inn and let out a pony and chaise for hire* 
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As we went along I made some remark about a tree 
by the^wayside and he spoke of it as a poplar. *‘Not 
a poplar,” said 1* with the easy assurance of yoeth, and 
I described to him for his information the cha; icters of 
what I conceived to be the poplar. “Ah,” he said 
“you are thinking of the Lombardy poplar. That tree 
is the Egyptian poplar.” And then he went on to tell 
me of a score of other poplars —their appearance, their 
habits, and their origins—quite kindly and without any 
knowledge of the withering blight that had fallen upon 
my cocksure ignorance. I found that he had spent his 
life in tree culture and had been forester to a Scotch 
duke. And I had explained to him what a poplar was 
like! But I think he did me good, and I often recall 
him to mind when I feel disposed to give other people 
information that they possibly do not need. 

And the books I haven’t read, and the sciences I 
don’t know, and the languages I don’t speak, and the 
things I can’t do—young man, if you knew all this you 
would be amazed. But it does not make me unhappy. 
On the contrary I find myself growing cheerful in the 
contemplation of these vast undeveloped estates. I 
feel like a fellow who has inherited a continent and, 
so far, has only had time to cultivate a tiny corner of 
the inheritance. The rest I just wander through like a 
boy in wonderland. Some day I will know about all. 
these things. I will develop all these immensities. 
I will search out all these mysteries. In my heart I 
know I shall do nothing of the sort. I know that 
when the curtain rings down I shall be digging the 
same tiny plot. But it is pleasant to dream of future 
conquests that you won’t niake. 
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And, ^fter all, aren’t we all allotment holders of 
the mind, cultivating our own little patch ancl surround¬ 
ed by^he wonderland of the unkr^own? Even the 
most iQrned of us is ignorant when his knowledge is 
measured by the infinite sum of things. And the riches 
of knowledge themselves are much more widely dif¬ 
fused than we are apt to think. There are few people 
who are not better informed about something than we 
are, who have not gathered their own peculiar sheaf 
of wisdom or knowledge in this vast harvest field of 
experience. That is at once a comfortable and a hum¬ 
bling thought. It checks a too soaring vanity on the 
one hand and a too tragic abasement on the other. The 
fund of knowledge is a collective sum. No one has all 
the items, nor a fraction of the items, and there are few 
of us so poor as not to have some. If I were to walk 
out into the street now I fancy I should not meet a 
soul, man or woman, who could not fill in some blank 
of my mind. And I think—for I must not let humility 
go too far—I think I could fill some blank in theirs. 
Our carrying capacity varies infinitely, but we all 
carry something, and it differs from the store of 
any one else on earth. And, moreover, the mere 
knowledge of things is not necessary to their enjoy¬ 
ment, nor necessary even to wisdom. There are things 
that every ploughboy knows to-day which were hidden 
from Plato and Gesar and Dante, but the ploughboy 
is not wiser than they. Sir Thomas Browne^ in his 
book on ’’Vulgar Errors,” declared that the idea that 
the earth went round the sun was too foolish to be 
controverted. I know better, but that doesn't make 
me a wiser man than Browne. Wisdom does not 
depend on these things, i suppose that, on the whole, 
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Lincoln was the wisest and most fundamentally sane 
man who tver took a great part in the affairs of this 
planet. Yet conmared with the average undergpduate 
he was utterly unlearned. 

Do not, my young friend, suppose I am decrying 
your eagerness to know. Learn all you can, my boy, 
about this wonderful caravan on which we make our 
annual tour round the sun, and on which we quarrel 
and fight with such cra 2 y ferocity as we go. But at 
the end of all your learning you will be astonished at 
how little you know, and will rejoice that the pleasure 
of living is in healthy feeling rather than in the 
accumulation of facts. There was a good deal of 
truth in that saying of Savonarola that "a little old 
woman who kept the faith knew more than Plato or 
Aristotle.” 


KING EDWARD VII 

Charles Lamb, referring to the fact that he had no 
ear for music, said he had been practising ”God Save 
the King” all his life, humming it to himself in odd 
corners and secret places, and yet, according to his 
friends, had still not come within several quavers of it. 
Lamb did not know his good fortune. King Edward 
probably regards him as the most enviable man in 
history. For his Majesty would not be human if he 
did not tire of that eternal reminder of the gilded 
cage in which he is doomed to live. Does he go to 
Church, then ”God Save the King” thunders through 
the aisles; does he appear in public, then enthusiastic 
bandsmen salute him at every street corner with "Giod 
Save the King”; does he go to a dinner, then grV, 
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citizens leap to their feet and break out into "God ^ave 
the King." He cannot escape the Bceotian strain. He 
never.will escape it. It is the penalty we inflict on 
him f At being King. It is a penalty'that should touch 
any hearj to sympathy. If one were offered the choice, 
"Will you dwell at Windsor and hear 'God Save the 
King’ morning, afternoon, and evening, at work and at 
play, at home and abroad, or work, a free man, in a 
coal mine.^" can there be any doubt what the answer 
would be if one were sane? 

When the Archduke John of Austria disguised him¬ 
self as a seaman and vanished for ever from the tyranny 
of Courts, he was regarded as a victim of mental aber¬ 
ration. He was, of course, one of the very sanest of 
men. No man in his senses would be a King if he 
could be a cobbler. For a cobbler has the two priceless 
privileges of freedom and obscurity, and a King has 
only a prison and publicity—a prison, none the less, 
because its walls are not of stone, but of circumstance. 
The cobbler may have friends; but where among the 
crowd that makes eternal obeisance before him is the 
man whom the King can call friend ? Walled off from 
his kind, living in an unreaCand artificial atmosphere 
of ceremonial, pursued by the intolerable limelight 
wherever he goes, cut off from the wholesome criticism 
of the world, fawned on by flunkeys, without the easy 
companionship of equals, without the healthful renova¬ 
tion of privacy, what is there in Kingship to make it 
endurable? The marvel is not that Kings should so 
often fail to be Kings, but that they should ever succeed 
ip being tolerable men. 

fjjNow, King Edward is, above everything else,'a very 

4man man. He is not .deceived by the pomp and 
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circumstance in the midst of which it has be^n his lot 
to live, forthe has no illusions. He is eminently sane. 
He was cast for a part in the piece of life from his 
cradle, and he pfays it industriously and thoroughly; 
but he has never lost the point of view of tlie plain 
man. He has much more in common with the President 
of a free State than with the King by Divine right. He 
is simply the chief citizen, primus inter pares, and the 
fact that he is chief by heredity and not by election 
does not qualify his view of the realities of the posi¬ 
tion. Unlike his nephew, he never associates the 
Almighty with his right to rule, though he associates 
Him with his rule. His common sense and his gift 
of humour save him from these exalted and antiquated 
assumptions. Nothing is more characteristic of this 
sensible attitude than his love of the French people and 
French institutions. No King by "Divine right" could 
be on speaking terms with a country which has swept 
the whole institution of Kingship on to the dust-heap. 

And his saving grace of humour enables him to enjoy 
and poke fun at the folly of the tuft-hunter and the 
collector of Royal cherry stones. He laughingly in¬ 
verts the folly. "You see that chair," he said in tones 
of awe to a guest entering his smoking room at 
Windsor. "That is the chair John Burns sat in." His 
Majesty has a genuine liking for "J.B.," who, I have 
no doubt, delivered from that chair a copious digest of 
his Raper lecture, coupled with illuminating statistics 
on infantile mortality, some approving comments on 
the member for Battersea, and a little wholesome advice 
on the duties of a King. This liking for Mr. Burns 
is as characteristic of the King as his liking for France. 
He prefers plain, breezy men who admit him to the 
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common Jmmanities rather than those who remind s^im 
of his splendid isolation. He would haye had no 
emotion of pride when Scott, who, with all h*is great 
qualiti^^, was a deplorable tuft-hunter, solemnly put 
the wiiWglass that had touched the Royal lips into 
the tail pocket of his coat, but he would have immense¬ 
ly enjoyed the moment when he inadvertently sat on it. 

It follows that he would disclaim that he is either 
a seer or a saint, though in his education every effort 
was employed to make him at once an Archangel and^ 
an Admirable Crichton. There has probably never 
been a personage in history upon whose upbringing 
there was expended so much thought and such variety 
of influences as upon that of Albert Edward, Prince of 
Wales. There have been cases in which equal solici¬ 
tude has been displayed by fond parents on behalf of 
their children. In the preface to Montaigne’s Essays 
we are told that the great writer’s father resolved that 
his son should be a perfect Latinist, so arranged matters 
that the boy heard no language but Latin till he was 
seven or eight years of age. In his presence even the 
servants had to speak Latin or not at all, the result 
being that in Montaigne’s native village there was for 
long afterwards a strong element of pure Latin in the 
local French. Montaigne was never allowed to be 
awakened suddenly, but was wooed back to conscious¬ 
ness by soft music played near his chamber. And so 
on.' But this was a case of mere paternal affection. 
The education of the Prince of Wales, on the other 
hand, was a national, almost an international question. 
Baron Stockmar, the Coburg adviser of the Queen’s 
family, wrote elaborate treatises on the subject, hishops 
and peers and educationists were consulted, rival 
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schemes of treatment were considered, and every pre¬ 
caution was taken to make the little Prince a prodigy 
of scholarship and a miracle of virtue. 

But there is no royal road either to saint/Jhip or 
knowledge. The Prince was endowed neither with the 
attributes of intellectual passion, nor of • mystical 
fervour, nor of artistic emotion, and the attempt to 
graft these upon the stem of ordinary human instincts 
was destroyed by the world of levity and flattery into 
which he was plunged as a young man. It is easy to 
cast stones at the King; but it would be more rational 
to ask how many of us would have come through such 
a career of temptation with a better record. When a 
distinguished scientist, celebrated for his destructive 
criticism, was questioning the efficacy of prayer, he 
chose the Prince of Wales as his test. He was unfair 
both to the Prince and to prayer. It is true that the 
world has prayed much for King Edward. It is 
estimated on a modest calculation that during sixty 
years a thousand million prayers have been offered on 
his behalf. But while the world prayed, instead of 
helping him to fulfil its prayers it encouraged him by 
its sycophancy to think he was a law unto himself, and 
left him in the heart of Vanity Fair, without a duty 
save a desolating ceremonial and the pursuit of idle 
pleasure. And then, when a sudden flash of publicity 
has lit up some particular aspect of his private life, it 
has turned and rent him in a fury of righteous indigna¬ 
tion. It is as irrational as King Theebaw, who, when 
his favourite wife lay sick unto death, prayed fervently 
to his gods and made extravagant promises of endow¬ 
ment of the temple, and, when she died, massed his 
artillery in front of the temple and bombarded it with- 
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out merq^. It engineers a conspiracy to destroy charac¬ 
ter, and is astonished that the result is rot a moral 
miracle. 

T\ * 

It is gust, too, to remember that the King’s private 

life is nO)t only subject to a merciless scrutiny that the 
lives of his people are fortunately spared, and to the 
prurient gossip of every club idler; but that his position 
denies him the defence which the law accords to hum¬ 
bler people. He must be mute under all attack. 
There is only one instance in which he has been heard « 
in his own defence. It is the letter to Archbishop 
Benson, written after the Tranby Croft scandal, and 
published in the life of the Archbishop. In it he says: 

A recent trial which no one deplores more than I do, and which 
I was powerless to prevent, gave (xrcasion for the Press to make most 
bitter and unjust attacks upon me, knowing that I was defenceless, 
and I am not sure that politics were not mixed up in it! The whole 
matter has now died out—and I think, therefore, it would be in¬ 
opportune for me in any public manner to allude again to the painful 
subject whicli brought such a torrent of abuse upon me not only by 
the Press, but by the Low Church, and especially the Nonconformists. 

They have a perfect right, I am well aw^are, in a free country like 
our own, to express their opinions, but I do not consider that they 
have a just right (o jump at conclusions regarding myself without 
knowing the facts. 

I have a horror of gambling, and should always do ray utmost to 
discourage others who have an inclination for it, as I consider that 
gambling, like intemperance, is one of the greatest curses which a 
country could be afflicted with. 

Horse-racing may produce gambling or it may not, but I have 
always looked upon it as a manly sport which is popular with Engl^- « 
men of all classes; and there is no reason why it should be iool^ 
upon as a gambling transaction. Alas! those who gamble will gamble 
at anything. I have written quite openly to you, my dear ArchMshop, 
whom 1 have had the advantage of knowing for so many years. 

The sentiment of the letter—which was, of course, 
published with the King’s sanction—^is perhaps better ’ 
than the logic; but it rev^|ils a man keenly sensitive to 
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criticism under which he must be silent, an^ anxious 
to avoid ccjllision with public opinion. An expression 
of horfor at gambling was not lacking in courage in 
such a connectidb; but the reference to horsf-racing 
suggests that his Majesty does not quite appreciate the 
view of those who regard it not as evil in itself, but 
evil in its associations. No one imagines that horse¬ 
racing per se is immoral. Did not Cromwell own race¬ 
horses.^ He was a sportsman. But is Mr. Robert 
Sievier a sportsman.? It is not the sport, but the parasit¬ 
ic accompaniment of the sport that is immoral, and his 
Majesty would do a lasting service to the pastime that 
he loves, as well as to the commonwealth which is so 
largely his care, if he emphasised his horror of gam¬ 
bling, and gave his countenance to the suppression not 
of racing news, but of betting news, which brings to 
ruin multitudes who never see a horse-race, and which 
is poisoning the blood of the industrial classes. 

When Henry V. ascended the throne, and the news 
was borne to Falstaff, the boon companion of his riot¬ 
ous youth, that splendid vagabond turned to Pistol and 
said, "Ask what thou wilt: ’tis thine,’' and, calling for 
his horse, he hastened back to London to receive the 
rewards of friendship. But when he shouldered his 
way through the crowd and saluted the King as he 
rode from the Coronation, the monarch turned on him 
and cried: 

I know thee not, old man: Fall to thy prayers; 

How ill white hairs become a fool and jester! 

Presume not that 1 am the thing I was; 

For Heaven doth know, so shall the world perceive 

That I have turned away ray former self; 

So will I those that kept ine company. 
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King £(lward is not built in this heroic mould, 
did not ‘'turn away his former self" when |je came to 
the Throne; but he did reveal a seriousness bf pur¬ 
pose ar ,d a delicate appreciation of His office that we 
were ndl^ entitled to look for from such an appren¬ 
ticeship. He is, indeed, by far the ablest man and the 
best King his stock has produced. Contrast him with 
the Four Georges and he is an angel of light. Judged 
even by more severe standards, he emerges with credit. 
For he has that plainness of mind which is the best 
attribute of a constitutional monarch. Genius is the 
essential of an autocrat, for exceptional powers 
alone can justify and sustain exceptional pretensions. 
But in a constitutional monarch the best we can ask 
for is common sense and a nice regard for the true 
limits of the kingly function. And King Edward is 
in these respects an ideal King. He realises that his 
function is not active, but passive; not positive, but 
negative—that his duty is to act on the advice of his 
ministers and that there is no exception to that principle. 
He has leaned to no party, cultivated no "King's men," 
aimed at no personal exaltation, uttered no "blazing 
indiscretion." Few men in'his position would have 
done so well. No man with strong convictions, a 
forceful personality and what Meredith calls "an 
adventurous nose," would have done so well. We 
want a King whose convictions hang about him easily, 
"like an old lady’s loose gown," who has many syflf- 
pathies and no antipathies, who can be all tibungs to 
all men, who, in fact, stands for citizenship, whi^ is 
common, and not for sect or party, which is particular. 
We want, that is, a plain, prosaic, simple citizen, and 
that is King Edward’s character. He is the citizen 
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Kir.g, and the most popular of his line. If ever we 
have a ms^n of genius as King, we shall probably end 
by cutting off his^head. 

He is the Imperial smoother, and deserves ^{^he jolly 
title of "L’oncle de I’Europe” which France has con¬ 
ferred on him. There is an avuncular benevolence 
about him which is irresistible. He likes to be happy 
himself, and he likes to see the world happy. Does 
Norway want a King.^ Then he is the man to arrange 
it. Does the king lack a queen 7 Who so accomplish¬ 
ed to fill the role of uncle Does the King of Spain 
want, like Dame Marjory, to be "settled in life”.^ 
Again he assumes the familiar part. And his activity 
does not end with marriage bells. He loves to play 
the part of missionary of peace. He plays it skilfully 
and constitutionally, ancl not in any assertive or author¬ 
itative spirit. He is far too astute for that, and they 
are his worst enemies who encourage the fatal theory 
that the King is his own Foreign Minister—a theory 
which would make the external relations of a great 
people dependent on the private feelings of an individ¬ 
ual whom it could not control, could not interrogate 
or depose, and whose mind it could not know. Nor 
is it only the graver aspects of his office that he takes 
seriously. He is equally solicitous about that life of 
etiquette and forms which is the affliction of kings. 
Should the Queen advance three steps or only two in 
receiving a particular visitor, should the coat of this 
or that attendant on him at some ceremony have three 
buttons or two, should it be buttoned or unbuttoned, 
these are the kind of problems with which he will 
wrestle strenuously. They may seem negligible details 
to the plain man; but the life of courts is made up of 
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these niceties of deportment, which are not wholly 
idle, but may be the outward and visible sign^of far- 
reaching realities. ^ 

^ • 

Considering the delicate path he has had to tread in 

public aiW the fierce light that has beat upon it, he 
has made singularly few false steps. The exclusion of 
certain members from a garden party apparently 
because of a vote given by them in the House of 
Commons was a startling departure from correctitude 
that by its singularity emphasised the general propriety 
of a career which has been a model of public deport¬ 
ment. We can have no more sincere wish than that 
this country will have always upon the throne one who 
understands his place in the Constitution as well and 
docs his task as honestly as Edward VII. 

I like to think of him as one sees him on those sunny 
days at Windsor when he holds his garden party, and 
moves about industriously smiling and gossiping, while 
the band plays the interminable tune and the fashion¬ 
able world crowds around him in eager anxiety for 
notice. It is then that one understands the boredom 
of Kingship, and the heroism^that enables him to play 
his part so cheerfully and unfailingly. Hard by the 
brilliant scene you may come suddenly upon solitude 
and a colony of rooks holding high revel in the. 
immemorial elms. Their cry—the most ironic sound 
in Nature—seems like a scornful comment on Um 
momentary scene yonder and all it signifies*. Perhaps 
when the shadows fall athwart the greensward and 
the last guest has gone, King Edward strolls off with a 
cigar t6 take counsel of these wise birds, who seem to 
know so well what is real and what is transitory, and 
tell it with such refreshing candour. 
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